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SILENCES THE SHADE OF PURPLE 
You asked me if I could see 
the march lights that glow 
fluorescent green at night, 
that scare and yet excite you, 
as you kneel down low 
in the water. The reeds 
shifted in the wind just 
above your head, and the moon 
played some forgotten game 
with the stars among black clouds, 
clouds that made me tremble 
with their coal-like intensity 
as I slipped my hands deep 
into my pockets where some lost 
pennies, cold to the- touch, 
reminded me of the night 
we had played as if we were 
people long dead, pennies 
taped across our eyelids. 
Tonight, as we lean against 
this fence and watch a mare 
and her colt rub up against 
each other as they graze, 
and the last purple hues 
of the sun turn them into dark 
shadows of the branches they move 
under, I reach for your hand, 
and your eyes shy away 
like a horse lured in 
by the smell of an apple, 
who suddenly hears the swift 
clicking of a thought, a look, 
a tightened muscle. 
We were just trying to find 
another way to start the night. 
We were anything that made us 
cry or smile, stretching our hands 
out as if in a plea, as if pennies 
were slipping through our fingers, 
making a sound like a frightened 
child makes before it is silenced. 
—Franci Schoner  
THE EDGE OF A THOUGHT 
It's the opposite 
with your voice. 
To remember, 
I have to concentrate 
so hard 
before it breaks through 
and I'm startled 
again, by your voice 
saying, "Now 
Frances" in that 
slow drawl 
that would always 
start something. 
But here, now, 
as I watch the opaque 
glass of the ball 
you sent me 
from another continent, 
I know that if 
I try to remember 
what might lie 
behind this dark 
colored gift, 
that strings 
it moves on 
will turn 
and the focus 
of my gaze will slip 
on its smooth 
edge, to see 
another surface, maybe 
another face. 
—Franci Schoner 
3 
IN THE DARK 
When I walk across the street of a wet 
November night, the shock of the cold water 
that reaches me through the soles of my shoes 
keeps me awake. How can anyone say 
that this city is not beautiful? In the dark, 
you can believe anything. Like an old man 
whose brow will not crease with strain then, 
but later on; or the cry of a wanted man 
who sees the fog shape a path from his own 
breath: Tonight, my eyes can't tell 
the difference between this fog and the steam 
rising from the sewers. Neither can I tell 
the difference in the sighs you might make 
if you were here, the warmth of your tone 
turning into a cold, damp cloud of fog 
that returns you to your apartment. 
—Franci Schoner 
NIGHT MAGIC 
This is the time 
the world whispers 
to itself, "I'm alive, I'm alive." 
Setting into the cradle formed 
by the branches of the bare winter trees, 
the pale january moon fades. 
A young woman sits on the sill 
of her window and watches. 
She listens to the world talk 
in a secret language of wars, 
loves, births and deaths. Her eyes 
grow large with wonder. 
In a while they'll come 
with her medication and tell her, 
"It was only a dream." 
The moon softly calls her name, 
she turns her head to listen. 
—Nena Dasinger 
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PRIZE WINNER 
BELIEVE ME 
I, too, have heard about those snakes 
that when frightened break into several 
pieces, little replicas of themselves 
that roll away. For them, falling apart 
is no figure of speech. I hear about such 
things all the time but they're always 
somewhere else, so I can't see for myself 
if its true. Somewhere far away like 
Texas, or hundreds of miles out 
in the ocean (you may not have heard 
this one) where spiders live, yes, 
spiders in the ocean. They breathe the 
air in a dome they fill with bubbles. 
I read it in one of those columns 
devoted to surprising facts like 
Ripley's Believe It or Not. I usually 
believe it. But then, I'd believe 
anything. You would too, only 
someone taught you along the way 
that trust, like love, is a weakness. 
You like to make up stories to see 
If I'll believe them. You're pleased 
when I do. But suppose this time 
I told you something, suppose I told you 
my husband was having an affair. 
You'd probably pat me on the back 
sympathetically and say "Let me know 
if I can help," or "C'est la vie," or 
"Why don't you just send that shitball rolling," 
depending on your mood. 
Then the rest of the day you'd be 
so happy that your husband is faithful 
and mine isn't that you'd do something 
you wouldn't ordinarily do like 
buy champagne or say something friendly 
to the mailman. Your whole day would be 
changed. You never think I might be 
lying. Why lie about a thing like that? 
Why lie about anything when the truth 
does it so well? They say that 
anything you can imagine has happened 
and is true. So you believe me 
my husband really did have an affair, 
but he was so tired and drunk 
he didn't remember much the next day. 
—Gena Cline 
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PRAYER 
If dawn breaks in a single instant 
it must have been broken this morning 
by the piercing single mindedness 
of that mother redbird. I don't know 
the calls of redbirds or any birds 
but I know that her single syllabled prayer 
was to anyone and had little to do with hope 
unless hope could wake me from the dark 
heat of sleep almost too late to tear 
my cat from her child. 
My cat, 
fierce hunter, sometimes when you sleep 
beside me, twitching with the fits of dreams 
I wonder at how you could have come from 
the bits of fish and grass your mother ate, 
at how you are so unaware of me 
except to know that I am warm and have 
the small cans of food. Having been fed 
you stare past me at leaves and birds and 
things in the wind. To your ears 
the silence of mice is like 
the galloping of horses, but I am nothing. 
Though I, who am nothing, 
must follow my own nature as you follow yours 
prying your mouth open to release your prize. 
And fool that I am, I pray as I wrestle you 
hoping you'll forget who robbed you 
this morning, hoping, though it is cruel 
enough, that tomorrow again I wake 
to the incalculable despair of redbirds. 
—Gena Cline 
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FOX IN THE WOOD 
A fox in the wood 
Caught 
In the stillness, 
Stood: 
Poised, 
Alerted to the 
Possibilities 
Our presence 
Posed. 
And I, 
Caught 
In the strange 
Wooded stillness, 
Stood: 
Hushed, 
Suspended in the 
Reach 
Of narrow 
Space. 
—J. Kristen Urban 
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BRINGING HOLY THINGS HOME 
For: Ralph 
Furthermore most men are afraid of a high place and 
of terrors on the road... 
Ecclesiastes 
You've been traveling again 
And this time I've seen you too soon 
Hurrying back from one lit point, somewhere 
As small shafts of light 
Still uncurl and roll around you. 
Even as your mouth shapes the lie 
"I've been home all summer," 
The words float upward 
And stick to dry September air. 
A decent time later 
When you think I can handle it 
You weave delicious tales 
Of galactic strangeness. 
And the things you have brought back! 
A watercoloured sketch of Heaven 
All in Crepe-de-Chine shades of 
Apricot and peach (why did I imagine "blue"?) 
A rope of stars 
Threaded and bowed neatly together, 
No bigger than my hand, and 
A seven digit number which causes— 
At the merest mention— 
Complete regeneration of an arm or leg. 
Even after all this, you hum 
Some calm complacent autumnal fugue 
Beneath your breath 
And now my mind begins to bend 
Around the possibility 
That we can know nothing 
Of the beauty, beyond thought 
That is everywhere 
Hooded, meshed, and tucked 
Into the corners of time, waiting. 
—B. Henry Steffner 
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HONORABLE MENTION 
GUY LOMBARDO JUST 
WON'T DO 
I can't believe it. The bean people! 
They take you out of band class and 
stick you in some when-will-I-ever- 
use-it history lecture to learn about the 
bean people. Not a normal history class 
like other schools make you take. But 
one about the history of Arizona. All 
about the primitive tribes and the kind 
of huts they built and the animals they 
chased and—never forget it, ever—the 
kind of food they ate. Beans. 
Why didn't they require American 
history or Egyptian history, or even the 
history of a state that had some history 
like Delaware or Virginia. States with 
founding fathers, states whose 
"ancient ruins" were once pre ,ident's 
homes, not low-ceilinged dugouts left 
w bake and rot into desert dust. 
They made us take it, though, and 
pass. At least 300 poor victims a year. 
Even those of us who had other kinds 
of plans for our lives. For me, music 
was it. When I turned ten, I 
inaugurated my fingers to the vibrating 
ecstacy of sticks. Sticks clicking to the 
thwap thwap of a soothing bass. Basso 
profundo and me the continuo. Not a 
double bass, but a bass guitar. Rippling 
up and down those scales. Then the 
electric takes over, screaming out those 
notes like kinetic jolts. Wah, wah, wah. 
Smash! Cymbols accosted by sticks. 
Real hand-sanded Zidjian cymbols 
given to me by Eddie Bosset, my older 
sister's boyfriend, who abandoned the 
art for law school. Not me, though. 
Tap. Tap. Tap. Rapping out the beat 
low on my rubber practice pad so my 
mom doesn't come in and lock me 
away. Nor for law school. Tremolo! 
The sax takes over in tremelo! Not for 
the sleeper of a bus-boy's job my Dad 
wants me to take so I can buy my own 
car and leave his pick up alone. Rong, 
rong, rong. The electric keyboard 
slides out a caustic chord. Sounds bad. 
And never—schup, schup, schup, little 
metal bristles whisking against the 
edge of my oh-so-fine Zidjians—never 
for a bunch of fossils known to 
posterity as the bean people! 
School's gotta be endured, though. 
How can I forget it with my mom 
serving up her line every morning with 
the Post Toasties. 
"Willy, drumming won't get you 
anything but tinnitus. You like music 
so much? Why don't you study music 
education so you can at least earn a 
living?" 
"Won't do, Mom. Just won't do. 
Drumming's in my soul. Not teaching 
them, playing them." 
"How many drummers do you 
know?" 
"Plenty." 
"How many working drummers? 
How often does Johnny Carson 
interview a drummer, I want to know. 
Or tell me how often do you read about 
drummers in the newspaper?" 
"Lots of them make it into the pages 
of Rolling Stone." 
"Who reads Rolling Stone except 
other unemployed drummers? Believe 
me, they don't pay you to have your 
picture in Rolling Stone. You want to 
make it there, be the editor. That's who 
gets paid." 
"Mom. Mom. Mom. Have you ever 
heard of Ringo Starr? He's a 
drummer." 
"I've heard of him. But not lately. 
Wasn't he out of a job when the Beatles 
broke up? 
"He's doing all right." 
"Look, if you've got to play, learn 
how to play with someone who works 
steady. Someone like Guy Lombardo. 
I know he's not really your style, but 
he's guaranteed at least one gig a 
year." 
"I bet more people know about 
Ringo Starr than Guy Lombardo." 
"So what good is notoriety? At least 
with a band like Lombardo's, you go 
out wearing a tux, with money in the 
bank. No, Willy, music is fine. But this 
noise you play, it's very limited. At 
least, with an education, you have the 
option of eating." 
"Cool down, Mom. I'm getting by. 
Only one semester to go. Then I'm out 
to play some low-down songs with a 
full-time band." 
"By then we'll both have tinnitus." 
So it had come down to the end. No 
more school bells, no more books, no 
more teacher's dirty...But still, the 
bean people. 
The history teacher's name was 
Albert Roth. Ironmouth Roth. Chalk-
dust-on-his-crotch Roth. Roll-em-out-
the-door Roth. Once, when I first 
started at the school, I had a problem 
with algebra. I went to Roth for 
"special help." That was his job when 
he wasn't pushing history. He asked 
me what the problem was. 
"Algebra," I told him. 
"I know, algebra," he said. "But 
which algebra? Which problem?" 
"All of them." 
"What do you mean, all of them? 
I only take one at a time." 
"Then I guess we'll be here until I 
graduate." 
What a weasel Roth was. Real 
slippery. He couldn't teach algebra 
unless he could slide through it. No 
real problems for him. Only stumped-
up whiz kids. Indian history was his 
real trick. Facts and phobias all about 
plains Indians and mesa Indians and 
mountains Indians and river Indians. 
Dancing Indians, wild Indians, fat 
Indians, skinny Indians. 
He had a perverse way of testing our 
knowledge about those Indians. Every 
Friday we had a quiz. Not a quick ten-
question exercise in probable bull. Not 
one of those sly pencil exams where 
you disguise your wrong answers in 
extra syllables. Instead, Roth staged his 
tests. Complete with lighting and 
special effects. He had these light 
boxes. Two of them, each equipped 
with a red light and two black buttons. 
The boxes were hooked together so that 
whichever button was pushed first, 
that box lit up. He'd match us up, 
sometimes one-on-one, sometimes 
two-on-two. Whosever turn it was had 
to go up to the front of the class and 
sit at a desk, on display, facing the 
opponent. Then the test began. Roth 
shouted the questions at us. Just like 
a drill seargent. 
"What is known as the White Dove 
of the Desert?" 
"Which was the forty-eighth state of 
13 
the union?" 
"How many species of scorpions are 
known to live at Montezuma's castle?" 
With each question, two competing 
index fingers lurched toward the 
button boxes. One light exploded 
brilliant red. The winner got to answer 
the question. If he failed, the opponent 
had a chance. Whoever opposed me 
always enjoyed a landslide victory. 
Whoever teamed with me hated my 
guts. Quick though my fingers were 
from rap, rap, rapping with sticks, I 
couldn't get to that button first. 
Usually, I had no need to. Who knew 
or cared how many species of scorpion 
lived in Montezuma's castle? How 
about what band played "I can't get no 
satisfaction?" There's a question. 
When Roth snapped out his history 
trivia, my finger seldom left the 
desktop. My frequent opponent, 
however, memorized the chapters. 
His name was Joseph Friedman. He 
wore short-sleeved white shirts with 
collars and carried a black vinyl 
calculator pack strapped to his belt. A 
real social zero, but a whiz a history. 
I bet Roth never turned him down for 
algebra problems. 
Friedman smiled when he answered 
a question, showing off two gleaming 
rows of braces caked with bread. 
History class came right after lunch. 
Weird as Friedman was, he didn't 
make me boil like the rest of the class. 
Not all of them. Not the girls. Just the 
other guys. They called me weak-
matter Willy because I hardly ever 
answered the questions right. Who had 
time to study Arizona lore when 
Wheezer the Sleazer and Jupiter Louie 
had booked a gig at the Albatross? 
What a place. All the generic beer you 
wanted and no Frank Sinatra songs. 
And the bouncers! They had bouncers 
there who could have slammed those 
yokels in my class to a pulp! 
Still, compared to me, those yokels 
were hulks. A couple weighed in at 
well over 250. They got their yuks 
hanging around in packs at lunchtime, 
spitting on the sidewalk when girls 
wearing sandals walked by. Real Don 
Juans. Real cerebral seconds. 
And when it came to history, most 
of them acted like real brains. Who 
knows what grades they got? The 
teacher didn't post them. He didn't put 
us through that humiliation. But 
whenever Roth called on me, before I 
could even open my mouth to crucify 
myself, they started punching each 
other's buffalo-meat shoulders and 
snorting. Snorting! Like they knew 
more than Roth. But those who 
traveled in packs also answered in 
packs. When Roth shouted a question 
at one of them, six shaggy heads 
thudded together until an answer was 
reached by committee. Nothing good 
ever came out of committee. Even with 
six of them trying, the answers usually 
came out wrong. Did I snort at them? 
Constantly—but only in my heart. Fear 
prevented a more visible smirk. One 
thing about musicians, on a macho 
man's scorecard, we rank maybe one 
notch bigger than male ballet dancers 
in social value. All the strength stored 
in my 5-foot six-inch, 125-pound body 
was trapped in my fingers. And as far 
as the biceps went, my drumsticks 
were heftier. 
But how I could make those sticks 
sing, sing sing, pounding out the beat, 
the beat of a low-down, rock-it-till-you-
shake tune the likes of which those 
softheads never heard. A useful skill at 
the drumset, but pretty worthless in 
class. Especially on Fridays. 
Now, the whole class wasn't made 
up of softheads. Friedman stood out. 
But there was also this girl. Sheila Van 
Sciver. She had straight brown hair 
clamped to her head with two tortoise-
shell barretts. Her eyes were kind of 
tortoise shell, too, sort of green. Sheila 
didn't talk much, unless Roth asked 
her a question. Then she answered him 
real softly, so softly that you had to 
shut up and lean your ear toward her 
to catch what she said. Whatever came 
out was always right. 
I loved to hear Sheila talk. To me, 
her voice was just like my drumming. , 
One you couldn't help but hear, the 
other, you had to try hard to hear. 
Either way, both got heard. 
The soft-mattered sextet crowding  
the corner didn't snort and punch 
when Sheila spoke. Because she never 
faltered. Not once. One day she stayed 
home sick and the guys cracked jokes 
about her skinny legs. But when she 
returned, they clammed up. In the 
presence of so much learning, what 
else could they do? She even beat 
Friedman. Roth like to pit them against 
each other. His favorite Friday sport. 
I dreaded the thought of going up 
against Sheila. Not that she would have 
made fun of me. But her consisten13 
right answers would have made my 
consistently wrong ones so obvious. 
And I got enough recognition as it was. 
I managed to weasel through the 
semester without having to face her 
across those light boxes. Even Roth 
spared me such public skewering. 
Week after week, Sheila soared 
through a century's worth of Indian 
massacres, missionaries and save-the-
cactus projects. I ricochetted between 
class and the Albatross, ducking deep 
discussions about anyting but 5/8 time 
and the history of the Rolling Stones. 
One day, around the beginning of 
June, Roth got up in front of the class 
and announced the plot of the final 
exam. 
"It's comprehensive, of course. Over 
everything we've ever discussed. 
You'll be responsible for it all." He 
smiled when he said it, his lips 
stretching wide and sinister, just like 
a gila monster. "We'll be following the 
customary format, only you'll be 
teamed up. Two against two. I'll also 
have a brief written quiz covering a few 
definitions, but the oral exam carries 
the real weight. The matches will take 
place in two weeks. Chapters 1-15. 
And remember," his grin widened, 
showing tobacco-slime teeth, "you 
seniors have to pass this to graduate." 
Groan of all groans. Musicians, 
especially drummers, are a key element 
in any graduation ceremony. They 
keep the marchers in beat so the whole 
swarm doesn't rush onto the field at 
once and stampede the guy with the 
diplomas. Of course, playing in the 
marching band wasn't my idea of a real 
thrill. But, the daily practice hour 
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counted for graduation credit. And it 
beat spending the time in some other 
history class with another jerk like 
Roth. Besides, I had plenty of hot gigs 
booked. At least four or five major 
graduation parties. I needed to 
practice. Nimble fingers. Pulsating 
wrists. A tick, tick ticking in my brain 
like the steady thump of a metronome. 
No room up there for Arizona counties 
and criminals. No room for anything 
but rhythm. 
But Mom kept threatening to pawn 
my snares if I didn't pass, so I cracked 
the books once or twice. Often enough 
to learn that ol' Zoneland wasn't 
christened into statehood until 1912. 
And that mesquite doesn't grow in 
packages in fancy food stores, but 
actually starts out as a tree in the 
desert. Useful stuff. 
Even with the studying, I was a 
wreck. I slinked into class the day of 
the test clutching my book like a 
shield. A real knock-kneed wreck. 
How do they expect a person to learn 
when he's trembling in terror? I saw 
Sheila. She looked so calm. Her hands 
were folded on the desk and she was 
gazing at a sheet of definitions. Gazing! 
I was two thousand light years past 
gazing! More like praying. Roth was 
going to let the students with the 
highest grade points pick their partners 
first. That left me near the bottom of the 
heap. I knew I'd get stuck with one of 
the neanderthals. We'd be recycled 
together. Permanent seniors, done in 
by Roth and the bean people. 
Roth began his benediction. 
"This is it, class. The final. The 
beginning of the end." 
Why was he so perverse? 
"If you'll stach your notes, we'll get 
started with our little mental 
olympiad." 
He smiled. What a lizard. 
"This counts for a great deal of your 
grade. I hope those of you in the C-zone 
studied." 
Studied! Who could study with such 
pressure? This was the last class of the 
last semester of my life. At least, I 
hoped it was. 
A guy named Manny Perkins started  
off the rounds. His team creamed the 
opposition. Still, the losers answered 
a few questions, and that's all Roth said 
he wanted. Visible cerebral activity. 
Several more twosomes battled it 
out. No one really bombed. Most of the 
questions even I knew. He'd been 
asking us the same ones all semester. 
But when you're up on stage like that, 
in front of a whole hostile bunch of 
upper classmen, some of them 
neanderthals, terror tends to numb 
your brain. My brain, anyway. 
The competition dwindled to just a 
few leftovers. Friedman's turn to pick 
a partner. He tried for Sheila, but Roth 
said no, they'd have to be opponents. 
Had to keep the stakes fair. Friedman 
chose a guy named Peavey Willis. 
Another computer7pak whiz, but not 
quite as whizzy as Friedman. 
I knew ol' Joe wouldn't pick me. He 
played the clarinet in the marching 
band and once, after it rained, he 
tripped on his shoelace and took a 
nose-dive into the wet grass, loading 
his clarinet with mud. I laughed in his 
face and he never forgave me. Now it 
was his turn to laugh. 
Roth told Sheila to pick her 
teammate. I started to re-run my mental 
inventory of Indian tribes, what they 
ate and what their animals ate. 
Someone said my name. Twice. It was 
Roth. 
"Baker, can't you hear? You're up!" 
I gaped at him. "What?" 
"I said, you're up. What a lucky 
bozo you are." 
I looked at Sheila. She was smiling. 
Not grinning, just kind of smiling with 
her eyes, holding her hands together 
on the desktop. I leaned forward and 
stared at her, then raised up out of my 
desk and slid into the one next to hers. 
"Put your finger on the button," she 
said. I had to bend my head toward her 
to hear. Roth fired question one. 
"What do you want to call 
yourselves?" Every team had a name. 
Another Roth perversity. It's more 
humiliating to squash a team with a 
name. I looked at Sheila. 
"Gee, what do you think? You're the 
brains in this outfit, so it's lady's  
choice." 
"How about, the 'Outsiders?"' 
"The Outsiders? Well, I guess. Sure. 
It's fine with me." So under the cutting 
alias of "The Outsiders," we launched 
into battle with our opponents, the 
Trojans. 
Roth fired question two. 
"When did Arizona become a 
state?" 
Sheila must have pushed her button, 
because our box lit up. 
"1912." 
"Right! One for the Outsiders." He 
fired again. 
"What is another name for the 
Papago Indians? 
My finger shot out. It was the only 
question on the whole test I would 
have bet my stick bag on. I started to 
say it, then turned to Sheila. She 
nodded. I blurted. 
"The bean people!" 
"Two for the Outsiders," Roth 
announced. He scratched a squiggly 
white line onto the chalkboard. More 
and more questions. Sheila answered 
most of them, but I gave a decent show. 
We soaked those Trojans. They had to 
crawl back into their wooden horse and 
roll home to Troy, defeated. 
Class was over, school was over, and 
I was out, passed, graduated, never to 
see Roth or the snorting spitters again. 
I dodged out the door, waving my 
spiral notebook like a yellow flag of 
triumph. I saw Sheila walking up 
ahead. I ran to catch her, to thank her. 
"Sheila!" She stopped and turned. 
"Sheila, thanks for everything. You 
saved me!" 
"You did fine by yourself, Willy." 
"Sheila, there's this hot graduation 
party I'm playing at tomorrow night. 
I thought, maybe, if you didn't have 
plans, you'd like to come with me?" 
We had been walking and when I 
asked her she stopped, turned toward 
me, smiled, then turned away and 
started walking again. She said 
something while she was walking, but 
it came out real low. So low that I had 
to bend my head down close to hers to 
hear what it was. 
—Paula Alford 
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AT BUCHENWALD 
Silence as grey as my breath 
Greets us in the courtyard. 
I can't distinguish the ashes 
From the dust, fine, fine grains 
I rub between my fingers 
And small sheaves of grey 
But no flavor. 
I had a patient the other day 
Who begged for the food I was 
Eating, only a simple apple, 
Picked from a nearby orchard 
Or sent from somewhere 
Very far from here. 
The young worker hand-picked 
Only the almost-ripe pieces and 
Dropped them into a small wicker basket. 
Later the boxcar load trampled off to 
Its destination: here. 
When I was a child 
I used to watch the trains 
And their long rows of identical boxcars 
Pass by my neighborhood and I 
Worshipped its low rumble. 
This child holds a special gift 
If only she'll let go of it! 
That I'll give to 
My daughter. 
—Vincent Lim  
SEALED JARS 
Moving down the steps into 
the sweet earthiness of the cellar, 
I flip on the single bare bulb 
scattering the shadows back into the corners. 
Rows of sealed jars, full of assorted 
vegetables, jams and jellies, 
line the shelves carved 
out of the hardly packed earth. 
Pumpkins and empty baskets fill 
the space between the floor and the shelves. 
Dried peppers and gourds hang from bent nails 
hammered into the natural ceiling. 
The harvest of much work, 
each jar waits 
holding its last bit of summer, 
until some cold winter morning 
when all the world is dead. 
I pick up a jar of blackberry jam 
and hurry back inside the house. 
If I break the seal, 
the jar makes a noise like 
flicking your tongue 
against the roof of your mouth. 
The last breath rushes out. 
—Nena Dasinger 
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TIME TO BURN 
Only 9 seconds left and we're on the 
30 yard line. I just have to throw this 
pass into the end zone and we'll beat 
Greenback. There's Bob open; catch it 
Bob, we win by 3. I don't believe it. The 
reporter from the Vonore Times is out on 
the field. "I've already told you, it's a 
team effort. I'm only the quarterback, I 
couldn't have done anything without 
these guys. Now leave me alone. Oh, 
yeah. I told you Vonore would beat 
Greenback!" 
Billy MacBrayer is stirred out of his 
sleep by a storm—a cold, German, 
driving rain—and nausea. He is two 
years out of Vonore High School and 
stationed in West Germany. Actually, 
right now he is throwing up on West 
Germany and his uniform. 
"Three too many gin-and-tonics—
again," he says to the corner of the alley 
where he slept and most recently placed 
his last meal. "Aw, shit!" slid out of his 
mouth as he saw his shoes—scuffed 
from a long night of dancing and 
covered with everything from remnants 
of gin-and-tonics to coffee grinds to any 
sort of food—the shoes were once black. 
He moves deliberately out of the alley 
and into a coffee house across the street. 
He stares at the clock over the bar, trying 
to get his eyes to focus—it says 7:46 
A.M. He has 2 hours and fourteen 
minutes to get back to the base before 
anyone will hassle him. It is•only a ten 
minute bus ride. He staggers into the 
bathroom almost knocking down an old 
man who cusses him in German—
something about Billy's mother. 
The cold water feels good on his razor 
stubble. It reminds him he needs to 
shave before some stiff-necked 
lieutenant sees him. 
After leaving a few gin-and-tonics in 
the urinal, Billy walked—slowly and 
deliberately this time—out of the 
bathroom. The old man was seated at the 
bar still cussing Billy for staggering into 
him. Billy bought him a cup of coffee to 
shut him up. 
The clock over the bar said 7:53 A.M. 
when Billy walked out of the coffee 
house. The next bus back to the base was 
scheduled for 8:30 so Billy had time to 
waste. He figured he'd waste it in the 
park—there's a bus stop there and he 
always likes to sit on the benches and 
just think. On his way to the park, Billy 
saw a sign in front of a church: "What 
are you looking for?" That was nothing 
new to William MacBrayer; he had 
asked himself the same question ever 
since high school "But I think I can find 
it easier in the park than in there," he 
thought. 
After sitting down on a bench near the 
center of the park, Billy took a folded, 
obviously well-read, piece of paper out 
of his wallet. At the top it read: 
To whom it may concern: 
I, William Russell MacBrayer, do 
hereby proclaim that 
1. I am most assuredly wasting 
my time, and accomplishing 
nothing. 
2. The future looks to be filled 
with much of the same—
wasting time, accomplishing 
nothing. 
3. Perhaps, there is really nothing 
to be accomplished in the 
process of living anyway—all 
fades eventually, and what 
does personal accomplishment 
solve—children still die in 
India and Africa by the 
thousands and the world still 
goes on its own way. 
4. Furthermore, Momma and 
Daddy, "For whether we live, 
we live unto the Lord; and 
whether we die, we die unto 
the Lord; whether we live 
therefore, or die, we are the 
Lord's.—Romans 15:8" 
5. I do therefore logically and 
totally sanely take the only 
alternative and opt for death. 
The date was December 3, 1982 and 
it had been written by a freshman in a 
college dorm room. He thought, as he sat 
on a German bench, that reading this 
note was the only thing that keeps him 
hanging on. He still doesn't quite know 
why he did not take the pistol he had, 
loaded, sitting by him on his desk 
between the note he was writing and the 
dictionary his Freshman Composition  
teacher had made him buy to check his 
spelling. Maybe he didn't quite see the 
arguments he made for suicide; maybe 
he didn't want to upset his family and 
friends; but finally it came down to 
personal, individual reasons—his basic 
philosophy had become, in a half a year 
of college, that nothing really matters. 
So what would it matter if he killed 
himself or not. Some say suicide is the 
easy way out, but to Billy MacBrayer in 
a college dorm room, or on a park bench 
in West Germany, suicide is the hard 
way out—the way that requires a 
decision to take action. On December 3, 
1982 he had decided to live and every 
day after he had decided to live, but he 
always kept the suicide note ready in 
case he decided to take the hard way out. 
He left college and joined the army that 
winter after the end of the semester. 
He stepped on the 8:30 bus, headed 
back to the base. It was like all those old 
run-down buses he had ridden, to and 
from games in, along with the rest of the 
Vonore High School football team and 
the cheerleaders. He had been the 
quarterback for three years and always 
sat in the front seat near the coach. The 
cheerleaders fought over who would get 
to sit by him. Now he grabbed a seat near 
the front of the German bus—old habits 
are hard to break. No one offered to sit 
by him—the West German fields and the 
blurr of German voices, faded into the 
East Tennessee hills and the excited 
yells of Vonore football team and 
cheerleaders. "Yeah, Greenback knew 
we came to play ball." said George, 
Billy's center. "I knew we'd stomp 
them." 
The German bus lurched to a stop 
outside the gray gates of the U.S. Army 
post. No one was there to welcome him 
back (There had been hundreds of 
students and parents in Vonore when he 
got back from Greenback.). He tried to 
sneak into the barracks but a lieutenant 
saw him first, "Damn MacBrayer! You 
look like you've slept in the woods 
under a flock of blackbirds! You haven't 
been in the woods have you?" 
"No sir!" Ten more feet and he would 
have been safe in the barracks. 
"Go get yourself cleaned up before I 
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have you shot. Every time I see you, you 
look like shit and smell like gin! You're 
the biggest ass in this whole army!" the 
lieutenant walked briskly away. 
"I just made his whole day." Billy 
thought as he walked into the barracks 
and sat down on the bench in front of 
his locker. He opened the door of his 
locker and the headlines VONORE 
BEATS GREENBACK! on an old 
newspaper clipping caught his eye. He 
was a long way from Vonore. He started 
to undress and took his wallet out of his 
pants—pausing just long enough to read 
his suicide note again quickly. Then he 
cleaned out the rest of his pockets: some 
change, a pack of cigarettes and a 
lighter. He took the clipping off his 
locker door and flicked the lighter, 
watching the newsprint burn as he laid 
it in an ashtray. Then he folded his 
suicide note and put it back into his 
wallet. As closed the locker door and 
walked to the bathroom and cleaned up, 
the smell of burned paper drifted 
through the barracks. 
—Drew Wright  
MISOLOGY 
Sometimes, it isn't possible for us to see 
eye to eye; because you're taller 
and can only see the things 
that pass over my head, like the butterfly, 
the monarch, which I said looked like stained glass, 
except their glass wings couldn't support their weight, 
only I see their glass fly every day 
clustering around the milkweed pods 
at my feet, like the peasants 
who fell at the feet of those other monarchs, the emperors, 
who never noticed that there were no weeds 
between the moss-covered stones 
of the Appian Way, because of the footsteps of the hundreds, 
the ones who were not crowned, that landed at Brindisi 
and set their eyes on Rome, the Pope, and the churches, 
with delicate stained glass windows, 
where even those peasants can look into the heavy panes 
and see their lightness, as Faust would have 
when he dreamed of turning glass to life 
and tossing it into the air over Rome 
to fly back to the milkweed pods beside me. 
—Leigh Anne Davenport 
OLD MAN 
Out of the corner of my eye I saw an old man on his bed 
trying to pull on his pants. He was leaning far back, half 
lying on the edge of the bed with the ropy tendons of 
his neck tensing in the awkward effort, sawing the air 
with bony legs—without even the slim dignity of 
underwear. Thrown on his back like a beetle fighting 
to right itself on the edge of that boxy, gray rectangle 
of stiff foam rubber covered in the waterproof plastic. 
And no sheets—a corded, institutional bedspread rumpl-
ed and twisted, half slipping, half sticking, like him on 
the bed—as slick and hairless and barren as his own 
bare, translucent skin. 
I wished for him a wife, younger and stronger, if he 
would want one. Or a home at least—or privacy. Or 
warm and dry and clean underwear to comfort his 
nakedness. My only offering was to turn so he wouldn't 
know I had seen him. 
—Frances R. Webster 
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PRIZE WINNER 
INSTINCT OF SALMON 
She was staring at the withered patch 
of zinnias that bordered the deck, and 
hadn't moved since the baby had gone 
to sleep thirty minutes ago. Her "Things 
To Do" list was long and undone and 
she dreaded five-twenty when Martin 
would be home and she would have to 
defend the crumb-and-lint-littered 
carpet, the paraphernalia on the kitchen 
counter and the fresh, wet, milky stains 
on her shirt. It seemed insurmountable 
at the moment, finding a place for 
everything on that counter, going from 
room to room and backtracking, making 
sure the razors were in the bathroom 
closet, then taking the recipe to the 
kitchen, then backtracking to the 
bathroom with the toothbrush. 
Just last month, when she had worked 
even longer hours than Martin, they'd 
both kept the house, and somehow 
everything had always just fallen into 
place. But now, with her wool suits and 
leather briefcase stored, she was not only 
in charge of the household, but also of 
a tyrannical, unreasonable infant. She 
wished for those easier days; deadlines 
met and finished, clients satisfied and 
the workday over at six. She wished for 
her and Martin. 
Every Sunday for six years now, she 
and Martin had claimed it a special day. 
With no alarm set, they'd leisurely wake 
and touch and sleep. Drifting in and out 
of sleep at random, they'd make love 
effortlessly - nothing else existing except 
them and the thin steam of sunlight 
illuminating their skin so every pore, 
every follicle, was magnified. When 
they finally got out of bed, Martin would 
make his "Eggs Martintine", his special 
recipe of scrambled eggs, chili and 
cheese toast. After breakfast, she would 
read the paper in the tub, hot water 
trickling out of the spout, keeping her 
warm. 
Not until about six hours after Ben had 
been born had she'd had even a mild 
hankering to see him, but it quickly went 
to a driving urge and almost to panic 
before the nurse wheeled him in, plastic 
crib and all, to his mother. He was 
covered and wrapped tight - a cotton  
cocoon except for his squished, mottled 
face of sallow yellow, the only hint of 
markings being the oily crease of his 
eyelidi and the opaque perfection of his 
pursed lips. He didn't seem to need her, 
oblivious in his sleep, dreaming to forget 
the hour and a half of his delicate skull 
being forced through flesh as tough and 
stringy as a freshly butchered loin. 
She did not feel any magical lifelong 
bond with her baby. On the video tape 
of the birth she had panted, "Get it out! 
I don't care how. I don't even want it 
anymore.", and had held her breath 
with every contraction. They had 
planned almost since conception how 
they would have the beginning of the 
baby's life carefully documented - a 
treasure for its grandchildren. And 
although Martin has assured her that her 
reaction was normal, they had agreed 
never to show the tape to Ben. 
Now, officially ten days unpregnant, 
she felt displaced. A cavity in her chest 
craved to be filled; she could feel this 
longing but could neither describe nor 
appease it. Martin had been wonderful 
during the labor, cooling her face with 
rags, holding her tighter than he ever 
had. For that day and early into the next, 
Martin, whose temper usually was set by 
a dawdling automobile he couldn't pass 
or the lawnmower returned with grass 
scattered and dried on the top of it, had 
stroked her head, held her trembling 
legs and looked into her eyes and 
breathed with her for hours. 
When he came home at five-twenty, 
she knew he would go into Ben's room 
and gently scoop and cradle him, 
crooning soft noises into his baby ears. 
She had said the other day, "I'm the one 
who feeds him, the one who gets up in 
the middle of the goddamned night", 
and had walked outside into the thick, 
wet heat. 
She slept in the baby's room so that 
Martin would not be disturbed by his 
nightly feedings. She thought the 
expression "nightly feedings" could be 
better expressed as "nightly 
frustrations". Just as her body was 
relaxing and a dream was forming, the 
baby would cry. Her body would be 
jarred out of sleep to change his diaper, 
his long anguished screams ricocheting  
through the crook of every bone. 
Yesterday the baby, every muscle in his 
body arched, had cried all day, quieting 
only to eat. At five-ten, her body damp 
with humidity and supper not yet 
started, she had screamed with him until 
her throat hurt. 
She pulled long on the cigarette, 
wishing it was dark so she could see the 
firey, growing tip give a flattering glow 
to her cupped hands. But there was only 
the gray, impotent ash, already 
precariously long and about to drop. 
Marian thought of how, as soon as her 
tummy had begun to look taut and full, 
Martin had slept with his arm across her, 
and would slowly, idly rub the baby. 
She was interrupted by an irritating 
movement on her foot, like a fly 
sharpening his bent, hairy legs. She 
mashed the large black ant that was 
scurrying up her ankle and wiped him 
on the grass. Insects looked so pieced 
together, their bodies two parts a child 
could assemble. She imagined the child-
in-charge matching the lower part of a 
hornet with the wings of a butterfly. A 
beautiful creature with a cruel trick up 
its sleeve. Not unlike the Venus Fly 
Trap, this betrayal in nature depressed 
her. She rubbed the cigarette out on the 
deck, charring the wood. 
"You need to come feed him", Martin 
said, startling her. "He's about to suck 
my finger off." She looked at his face, 
softened by the screened kitchen 
window. 
"Then let him" she said sharply, 
going inside. Inside, the air felt cool and 
dark, like an underground current. Her 
glasses were sliding in perspiration from 
her sojourn outdoors. She took Ben, who 
was making loud clucking noises with 
his mouth, and settling him in her arm, 
she exposed her breast. Her darkened 
areola, squeezed by two fingers, was 
taken greedily as the child stared past 
her. The areola crinkled at his touch, 
textured in relief, like a detailed section 
of an important map. She ran her finger 
over the swirls of fat that spiralled down 
his bent arm, and with one flexfooted 
leg, her pushed her hand away. 
"How about getting me some juice, 
Martin? It's in that blue pitcher and no 
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ice." 
He mumbled something under his 
breath and brought her the orange juice, 
rubbing her ear like it was an animal to 
be scratched. 
"Thanks Martin. It helps my milk, 
come down and all. What were you 
muttering about?" 
"Si Si Senor", Martin said, ignoring 
her question and nibbling at the child's' 
toes. He habitually spoke elementary 
Spanish in a high-pitched, melodious 
voice to Ben, who for some reason 
seemed to enjoy it. 
"I'm still planning to go to Zayres and 
get that etage for his room. Does that suit 
you?" Marian asked. 
"Voulez-vous couchez avec une 
etage," he sang, dancing into her. 
"Martin!" she snapped. 
"No, that's fine. How long will it take, 
Madame Grinchy?" 
"An hour. Maybe less. There's a bottle 
in the refrigerator. Just warm it under 
warm water." 
"Pepe aimes les bottles. Tres 
beaucoup..." he crooned shrilly to the 
alert and wobbley baby head. 
In her car, she could feel her hair 
becoming whorled and dirtied from the 
exhaust and filth in the freeway wind. 
It felt good, being light and irresponsible 
out in the car. She wondered when she 
had last noticed the sky. Cramming 
every detail in, she watched the pale 
blue toward the east, the gray heaviness 
here in the city, the dark, billious clouds 
of a summer storm moving in. She 
turned up the radio and mouthed the 
words to "Billie Jean". She did not even 
like Michael Jackson, but here, zipping 
between eighteen wheelers and sedans, 
she felt she would like to be caught up 
in his rushing, steady wake. She 
imagined herself a little drunk and a 
little stoned, warm and loose and 
dancing; a part of it. 
The last time she'd been to a concert 
must have been ten years ago. She and 
a high-school boyfriend had gone to see 
"Mother's Finest". He'd bought a joint 
in the men's room and when they had 
smoked half of it, he was escorted from 
his seat by police. Stoned, she'd turned 
to the row of black women behind her,  
and been mesmerized. Like dark sirens 
they lulled her with their fervored 
easiness, as when some stranger is 
washing your hair and gently tugging it 
into shape. With their rhythm oozing 
over her, she'd swayed, holding two 
damp, meaty shoulders, until they'd 
walked her outside for air. 
Marian's nipples tingled painfully as 
the sharp spikes of milk rushed down 
around her areola, and within seconds 
her shirt was wet and clinging. Like 
hard, barely ripe tomatoes, her breasts 
ached to be relieved by the baby's 
sucking, to hang loose and empty on her 
chest. 
She wished she had a beer. Leaning 
back in the seat, she passed the exit to 
Zayres. The sun felt so good, burning the 
side of her face and arms. She 
accelerated, escaping. 
She ate the Big Mac in the car, her 
shirt too wet to go in. Her brights 
reflecting on the line markers, she 
thought about salmon, driven upstream 
by what? With no thoughts or images or 
expectations, they fought furiously 
against streams so hard and fast they 
could move boulders. On ice, their thick 
meat looked mardi-gras orange; all other 
seafood seemed gray and lifeless. 
She turned in their drive and stuffed 
the hamburger wrapper and half-empty 
beer can in the fast-food sack. Taking the 
steps two at a time, she burped and 
tasted the onions and beer and mustard 
of her dinner. 
"Marian! Where have you been? I've 
called your whole family." Martin was 
wearing only his boxer shorts. Frayed 
and worn, they came almost to his 
knees. In his arms, Ben was screaming 
in a rage so terrible his face had shrunk 
to that primitive, purple apparation of 
a just-born fetus. 
"Here, let me have him." Ben's 
mouth settled and quivered as she undid 
the plastic snap of her bra. Just the smell 
of the soured milk on her shirt quieted 
him. 
"Where is the etage that took you 
three hours to get?" 
"I didn't go," she replied. 
The breast too hard and round to be  
sucked, Ben struggled with the 
shortened nipple, gasping at the milk. 
Outside, the sky was low and dark with 
rain, waiting for some signal to begin. 
In the distance was the storm, not 
brilliant veins of lightening, but quick, 
dull flashes, never climaxing, like a 
weak flashbulb trying to go off. 
Ben, with milk running over his upper 
lip, now had almost all her areola in his 
mouth. Gulping and breathing sharply, 
he fixed his eyes on hers and stared with 
the chance stare of a deer, intent and 
unblinking. His hand rested lightly on 
her bare breast and his tiny fingernails 
barely scratched her. In wonder, she 
rested the outside of her index finger on 
the soft wetness of his cheek. 
—Anne Ferris Kelly 
SEASON 
Rising fawn 
And fallen doe 
Mark the path 
The hunter goes. 
Pregnant frozen silence 
Broken now 
With sliding tears 
Rushing down 
To meet the sea. 
—Shirley M. Rogers 
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A QUIET EVENING 
BY CHANCE 
I'm telling you that 
It could happen to you 
Anytime. Walking into the 
Bank, to deposit your 
Check, the guy at the next window 
Pulls a gun 
Because the week before 
The loan officer said, "We don't 
Make loans to fags." And you 
Become the victim of 
The loan officer's starched collar 
Rubbing against the razor burns 
On his neck. 
Five people get gunned down. 
One a pregnant woman. So that 
A young man can have the 
Satisfaction of seeing his 
Rage splatter 
Across marble floors. 
He just loses his balance. Slips 
From the tightrope he's been 
Walking for some time and tries to 
Break his fall by forcing 
You, cashing your check, to absorb 
Some of the shock 
of impact. 
—Anne Vance 
Because the smile left your face 
too quickly. Because 
they're all in my way 
when I'm in a hurry 
on my way to 
somewhere or from somewhere— 
I can't decide— 
to what extent a lie 
may be polite, while my face 
burns with embarrassment 
for the human race: 
walking so tall and erect—
self-assured smiles— 
but this can't be us, 
respectors of life and beauty. 
Because you interrupt me 
when I answer a question 
you ask. Because your mind wanders 
when you tell me what you did 
today, when I couldn't think 
of any words to keep 
the conversation going, 
while our thoughts whirled 
wordless, suspecting each other 
of the worst, while our faces 
wore hopeful smiles 
of a quiet evening. 
—John Gimber 
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IT'S AS IF 
It might have been the way the sudden 
lifting of these sparrows one-at-a-time 
from their moving line on the telephone wire 
seems planned—the end bird flying off just as 
one lands at the other end, a line continually 
renewed no matter how many leave—that made him realize. 
It's as if it were necessary to understand 
why a young boy would bury his 
head from the echoes of an approaching 
train, the sound shrill enough to splinter 
a second's thought. He might have said later 
that the day was too bright or that his name 
worn as an old towel seemed to unravel 
in the insistent whistle. In a way it doesn't 
matter, only there's a need to assign him a reference 
number, store him away, make sure we're safe 
from remembering. The tracks kept him 
a second too long. But then 
there's always a hidden thought insistent 
in its claim over the orange landscape 
of sunset, stubborn as the repetition of a 
shimmering edge of hose, or as the organic 
shapes of condensed milk from a can absently kicked, 
that could surrender to the 
desire for departure. 
—Lisa Kinberger 
SNAIL GEOMETRY 
Down the curve of this hill 
lined with trees— 
Around the perimeter of this house 
circled with hill— 
Inside both of these, the starting point— 
the finishing line 
of a snail. 
—Elaine Cavanaugh 
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MOUNTAINS 
For all of us at once to turn 
listening to the sound of rain 
coming on the leaves of oak, sweet 
gum, hickory as we sat screened 
from bugs and roofed from the rain 
but able to feel the sweet 
cool coming of the rain— 
a pleasure we would speak of afterwards 
when we met on hot sidewalks 
or even in the unnatural cool of offices. 
This life of the falling away of pleasure, 
a friendship cohering by that which will not 
come again (we know it) 
and we know it would not be the same 
anyway, carrying as we would 
different selves into those 
mountains, unburned and uneroded. 
That rain, fit to stand 
for the idea of water. 
In memory, mountains rising 
wonderfully ragged, glistening, 
fit to stand for the beginning of something 
that persists even for those who are changed. 
—Harry Dean 
THE HERMAPHRODITE 
Once a man, rumored to be both a man 
and a woman, touched my arm 
and asked if I had a girlfriend 
and did I know I could have fun 
even without one. 
He was not evil. 
Just a man with unusual possibilities 
who like most, was looking for company. 
What a burden of pleasure. 
For most of us, it is impossible 
to fulfill one nature. 
And what responsibility. 
To be both cat and mouse, 
to chase one's own tail. 
Yin and yang. 
Never to rest: 
sun and moon. 
—Harry Dean 
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DOG TRACK 
I've been everything in this little 
town, from pup to prima donna, a 
lecher, a bum, a killer, and a thief. I'm 
not bad, mind you, just old. 
Hold up for a second. 
I'll be glad to tell you my life story as 
we go, but I'm going to make a quick 
stop first. That house over there, the one 
with the white fence, I've got a friend 
who lives there, Ludwig. 
Watch the cars as we cross the street. 
Hey, Luddy. Hey...Lude. Where are 
you? 
They must have penned him up in the 
back. Oh, well, let's go. It's a sunny day. 
I love a sunny day. It warms up the hair 
on my back and my toenails click that 
much crisper on the cement. I like little 
things. It's the routine in life that makes 
it worth living. You have to have a 
satisfying routine, like good bread, to 
feed the soul. 
Why do you look surprised? You think 
I don't have a soul? I have, same as you, 
only better. I've lived a better life. 
Boy, my legs are really clippng along 
today. I bunged-up the rear one a few 
years back, but the warmth loosens the 
stiffness. Let's cut down this street. I'll 
take you over by the library. There's a 
park next to it and good stuff in the 
trash. 
The kids will be getting out of school 
in a few hours. I can watch the gate from 
the park. There's this one kid, never eats 
his crusts and he gives them to me when 
he gets out. Tried to pawn off an orange 
on me the other day. I licked it just to 
be nice. I had to stick my nose in the bag 
to get the bread crust. There wasn't any, 
just a greasy spot of mayonnaise. If his 
mother starts cutting the edges off his 
sandwiches, she's going to ruin a good 
friendship. 
Before we go to the park, I'll take you 
up to the train tracks. They are over there 
in a gully, not far. This a little town all 
right, and it's getting littler. No work, 
I hear; the place is drying up. If it goes, 
I go. 
I was born here. 
Watch it. You're getting tar on your 
feet. It gets gooey in this heat. Sit on the  
gravel or you'll get run over. The noon 
freighter is due. Never play on the 
tracks. 
I was born off a train. Well, tossed off 
anyway. Same as birth. My first 
memory, pain and crawling out of a 
sack. There was this other little dog with 
me, a sister I think. First thing she did 
was head for the tracks. Whap, and that 
was it, cut her in half. She screamed for 
an instant and the sound of her was 
ground away to nothing under a 
pounding clank. That train keeps 
coming back, almost every day. A train 
has no heart to it, a heart makes a thing 
treacherous. Trains are dependable. I 
howled that night. 
I nearly starved. That's when I became 
a thief. There wasn't a wad of gum stuck 
to the asphalt in this town that I wasn't 
familiar with. I cruised every dusty 
corner of the place, knew every hole in 
the road that,filled up with water when 
it rained. You either build character like 
muscle, or you don't, and if you don't, 
your flab is going to show on the side 
of the road somewhere. I've seen it, I 
know. 
I started hanging around a gas station 
during a dry spell. The grease on the 
ground kept the water from drying up 
and the owner sprayed the place down 
every night. Seemed like a useless thing 
to do, but it was his routine, it made him 
happy. He'd hunker down on his heels 
and hold the nozzle in one hand, the 
hose in the other. With his arms resting 
easy on his legs, he'd saw the water back 
and forth, glance at the spray, then look 
up at the highway for a long time, 
watching the sun set on the grassy 
stretch beyond the road. He'd get up, 
move forward a few feet, and do it all 
over again. 
He took me on after squirting me oft 
a few times. That was my first and only 
job. He'd feed me before leaving each 
night. He used to close me up in the 
repair shop. My days were free. We 
respected each other. I always came 
back. 
Not long after that, I started the 
lechering and killing. They seem to 
come together. I must have three 
hundred pieces of me running around  
this town. I'm here to stay, I guess, 
whether it dries up or not. The killing 
part I'll talk about later. 
I'm going to ease up for a minute, 
spread out on the gravel over here. I've 
got a lot of pain in my guts. Sometimes 
it makes me quiver in the back legs a bit. 
Started more than a year ago. Getting old 
is one of those things in life you can 
count on. I don't like something I can't 
depend on regularly. People are not 
dependable, so in my mind they are not 
one of the major things in life. That feller 
sold the station ten years later. He left 
me, expecting me to take on a new man. 
The new guy didn't water down the 
place, so I left. I wished for a long time 
that the first owner would get run over 
by a train. 
Anyway, I was on the bum then. The 
prima donna life was over. It wasn't so 
easy the second time around. I took some 
bad beatings and got tore-up in some 
fights. Well, I had my day, I put many 
an old dog in the dust. 
So, I'm back where I started. I can hear 
the engine coming far off, a vibration 
that soothes me a long time before the 
clank comes on down. 
I think dying and killing are the same 
thing. They have the same sensation, I 
bet. You see, it's the soul of a dog that 
strikes first, not the teeth. Your spirit 
lunges a split second ahead of your 
body, snapping the flesh up behind it 
like a rubber band. I think when you die, 
you just keep flying and the body never 
catches up, a never ending streak of 
power and lust. 
I wish I could be in my prime again. 
One last glorious moment when that 
tight warmth pinches the muscles into 
knots on the bone. Coiled for release. 
I took this dog, Tucker, down that 
way. He hedged on my territory behind 
the station, moving through the tires and 
junk, slow like, his eyes riveted to me. 
He knew the boundries. Tucker liked the 
waiting game. He stood still when I 
moved, cocking his front leg, head 
down, his eyes rolled up, frozen. I came 
on him slow, excitement flipping over 
in my stomach, the skin rolled up on my 
back. All of me drew up into that night 
collar of prickled hair. Snap, and I was 
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free. You get a lump of fat and bone in 
your mouth and frenzy sets in. I got him 
on his back and killed him there. 
The men from the station hung around 
and whooped it up, and all I could think 
was, you have no idea what freedom 
really is and you come by joy pretty easy. 
I wonder if they can ever shake their 
bodies at all? I bet they die and that 
rubber band never stops tugging them 
back down to earth, snapping back to the 
flesh. They're not dependable, like that 
kid's mother. I bet she'll cut his crusts 
for awhile, maybe for a long while. 
I think one day soon I'll hunker down 
on these tracks and listen to the sound 
of that train coming. I'm going to bunch 
these muscles, quiver the heat back up 
to my neck and I'm going to take that 
train down. Get a mouth full of it and 
keep on flying. 
My guts are easing up now. I'll take 
you to the park. I've been going there for 
years, every day this time. I want to 
check that boy's bag. 
—Kiernan Davis 
"...AND TIDE" 
The water is drawing a circle. It 
emerges slowly from the fat mouth of the 
green garden hose—striped and 
patterned like a snake. It stays for a 
heavy, wet moment waiting like a baby's 
bubble of drool held together by its own 
surface tension before seeping, spilling, 
oh, so slowly over and starting the 
gradual stain—glistening dark and wet 
on the pebbly concrete. 
At first the circle is small and nearly 
perfect like a dark lollypop flower, flat 
and two-dimensional for the thick stem 
of the three-dimensional hose. Then it 
spreads more to the sides and becomes 
the fat sun rolling over on the farthest 
Northern horizon before sinking below. 
Now it elongates and draws the 
continent of South America; next 
spilling more along the west and 
changing quickly to Africa. 
A hand reaches for the hose and holds 
it above the concrete and the drawings 
are gone, obliterated in a wash of dark, 
wet black. 
. 	 • 	 . 
The cells are dividing in a lovely 
symmetry. At first, counting them and 
identifying their origin or parent cell is 
easy. 
It begins to be more difficult as the 
division occurs both horizontally and 
vertically. Soon it is apparent that the 
division occurs both horizontally and 
vertically. Soon it is apparent that the 
division is geometric and is occurring in 
three dimensions instead of only two 
and trying to count or perceive 
accurately the depth perspective 
becomes impossible. Now their beauty 
is questionable as they pile upon one 
another and begin to push aside the 
native, resident cells of the organ. 
Such a short time later the cells of the 
host are cramped, distorted and 
straining as if struggling for breath of life 
and finding this impossible when all 
airways are choked and sealed off by the 
rampant multiplication of the invading 
cells. 
• • 	 • 
The digging for the house went on for 
days. Boulders rolled over, trees were 
knocked down. The steady, chugging 
splutter of the back-hoe and big shovel 
continued as the future basement—home 
of water heaters, furnaces and duct 
works—was scooped out. 
The whine of the drill, the high-
pitched woman scream of the saw and 
the haunting, nearly frightening, 
evocative ring of hammer on nail, nail 
on wood, gave birth to the bony skeleton  
of studs and joists and rafters rising 
against the sky. 
A floor was laid down. That night it 
rained a small, flat, mosquito pond 
through the open rafters onto the floor 
of the space laid off for the front hall and 
living room. 
Mail is laid on the table in the 
foyer. The man strikes a match on 
the brick of the hearth and lights 
his pipe. The school girl stretches 
her sock feet toward the fire and 
turns the page of her book. 
Then in one afternoon the house grew 
a roof, and sprouted an eave, and 
developed sides covered in tar paper 
with the manufacturer's logo decorating 
it like wallpaper wrong-side out on the 
house's outside. 
A Christmas wreath was hung in 
the dormer window to match the 
larger one on the front door. 
Shutters bracket the windows. A 
storm door is hung. Two squarely cut 
blocks of granite are laid for the steps 
outside the kitchen door. 
Apple blossoms softly dust the 
granite steps. An old man's old hat 
with sweat-stained band rolls in 
the grass nearby. 
—Frances R. Webster 
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MAKING IT UP 
OUT OF NOWHERE 
What there is to know will stay because 
we make it up. And I'll keep going back 
over those clean streets, the ones shopkeepers 
swept whenever a crowd kicked up any dust, only 
it's not what I thought I'd remember. Instead, 
streetcar tracks, the only city-owned things 
around that were black with dirt, except the sides 
of department stores, the yellow brick in soot. 
I'll remember trees anyway. Maybe skinny 
trees in the accidentally hemmed 
in triangle of still space made between the 
three separate tenant buildings' backsides 
But it will have to be that 
all there was to know didn't include 
dirt and clotheslines, even though what's left 
is the suspicion that clean streets can't 
stay either. I think it was 
lonely, somehow, to take a streetcar 
home from the opera house at eleven p.m. 
and walk those three particular blocks 
in heels. For me, it was lonely enough 
to walk an empty sidewalk past those stores 
whose windows gave off the only light except 
one odd streetlamp, and follow more 
skinny trees to an apartment whose carpet 
wouldn't give up its dirt. But still 
if I got to dance in every dusty corner of the old 
rehearsal hall after the company left, 
and move through the sweaty air, instead of sitting 
on the piano bench just watching, I could fill up 
the empty spaces, make believe, make it 
up, so that what stays with me is all 
I need to know. I'll give the stillness new names. 
And in the nowhere between new names 
and old ones, I'll try not to get 
lost, because fragments of places we've been, haven't 
been, or don't want to go hover like 
dust in the sunlight and we go anyway. 
—Beth Riddlespurger 
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DIRECTION 
The wind doesn't chase itself tonight 
in the little tunnels such a blizzard usually makes. 
With a speed somewhere between drift 
and fury, snow flies past, 
stopped only by a tree or a fence 
as it climbs these like a fuzzy white fungus 
or the sweep of spraypaint blowing 
over the highway. Barely touching the ground 
as it sweeps like tumbleweed in summer, 
it's moving swifter than we here 
in the car, and everything's like dust 
to a vacuum or angling shifts of Northern Lights 
which may be going somewhere, perhaps 
leading the way to the frozen circle 
I've imagined at the top of this 
world, where light reflects on the ice 
maybe to call the snow, the wind. 
Sometimes like this, before the storm 
the world waits for the first stir 
which sends a shiver down the twisted spines 
of trees as if to show from 
how far away the wind will blow. 
—Beth Riddlespurger 
ENTOMOLOGY 
There's this beetle on my bed 
and either it or I must crawl 
back through the crevice into my neighbor's 
room next door. This is a definite skill, 
directing beetle traffic off to 
remote cracks. Outside in the night mist a 
car extends feathery antennas 
of light. White fuzz, I think, or 
ribbons of cotton on long triangles 
stretched so far they fade 
along with the car. Next door 
they're crooning to WJTT's "Love Line". 
It's always like this. 
Voices rattle above the whir 
of an air conditioner, and the beetle 
returns from the neighbor's room 
probably ushered out the same crack. 
Nighttime works the same pattern, literally. 
—Beth Riddlespurger 
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SIMON 
I remember Simon wanted to be a fish 
because he'd seen The Man From 
Atlantis on tv. When he wasn't out with 
our group he'd be down at the beach 
soaking his body in what he called the 
primordial waters. He was a great 
believer in microevolution, partly 
because his parents taught at the 
university—his mother a biologist and 
his father a research anthropologish who 
taught chimps to communicate by sign 
language. 
Simon was pretty regular guy except 
for this fish thing; we all accepted it as 
his substitute for drinking alcohol, and 
he seemed to complement our little 
group of artists although we preferred 
not to be around while he was waiting 
for that magical transformation to take 
place. 
Simon was short, light but well-built 
from all that exercise out in the ocean. 
He had blond hair that became blonder 
during summer and grey eyes that 
seemed to be asking a question, an 
important question. I think one of the 
biggest reasons he joined our group was 
that he was always eager to listen to our 
stories, poems, and essays and his 
comments were usually very sensitive 
and useful; he was thoughtful about a lot 
of transcendental and metaphysical 
values without ever knowing the 
technical terms for what he tried to 
express. 
We were on the beach one day at the 
beginning of our first summer break 
from college and Simon was out there 
doing his thing which was basically 
showing off because he was such a great 
swimmer. Denise and I were getting 
some sun while the others were running 
around the barbeque trying to roast hot 
dogs. I propped myself up on my elbows 
so I could watch Simon; he was surface 
diving for shells and he placed several 
large ones along the beach. There were 
four or five of these shells in the sand 
when this girl walked over and sat down 
next to them. She examined each one by 
placing them close to her ear while 
Simon was diving for his fifth or sixth.  
When he surfaced with another shell he 
saw the girl sitting next to his growing 
collection and he sort of meandered to 
the shore, maybe hoping she'd go away. 
He just knelt down near his shells and 
placed the new one next to them, almost 
ignoring her. But I think she said 
something to him because he raised his 
head a little and smiled. 
"Denise," I said. Denise looked like 
one of those models in a suntan lotion 
commerical with her mirrored 
sunglasses, skimpy bikini swimsuit, 
cool can of diet Coke, and well-oiled 
skin that made you want to rub your 
hand up and down her body to see how 
much friction was left. 
"Hmmmm?" She didn't want to get 
up; the sun had soaked up all her 
calories. 
"You know this girl?" 
"What girl?" She still didn't get up 
so I tried to slap her on the rear. 
"Hey!" She grabbed my hand but she 
was smiling. 
"Hey. I just want to know if you know 
this girl," I nodded my head toward 
Simon and his shells. Denise removed 
her sunglasses. 
"Yeah, that's Karen. She lives a few 
houses down from me. Why?" 
"I don't know. Just curious. What 
kind of girl is she?" I said. 
"What do you mean?" 
"I mean is she ok in a general sense? 
Simon isn't so well attuned to the female 
half of the human race, you know," 
Denise laid back in the sand. 
"Don't worry about it," she said, 
putting her shades back on. 
"Fine," I said. It looked fine anyway. 
Simon and Karen were really getting 
into it, talking and smiling; maybe they 
were talking about why Simon liked to 
dive for shells or what Karen expected 
to hear when she held them to her ear—
an external or internal voice? 
Simon obviously knew himself better 
than I did so I resumed reading an essay 
from Sleepless Nights in the Procrustean 
Bed by Harlan Ellison out loud to 
Denise. It was an article on video dating 
and Denise grunted and giggled now 
and then but I wondered if she were 
laughing at what I read or at something  
in a dream she was experiencing. It was 
hard to tell because everytime I leaned 
over to see if her eyes were closed all I 
saw was my distorted face reflected in 
her mirrored shades: oblong nose, 
angled head, and tiny fish lips. 
I guess Denise recharged her batteries 
because later that day she was bouncing 
around in the woods with her Nikon FA, 
releasing the shutter every thirty seconds 
or so. Simon and Karen strolled along 
with us although they held back about 
twenty feet, letting Denise's artistic 
sense lead the way. Occasionally she 
began to meld with the forest, away from 
the trail, but I pulled her back on course. 
Eventually the trail led us to an 
ancient dam where huge chunks of 
concrete had fallen away into the river 
from the damaged walls. Denise ran 
down the sloping path to the dam and 
searched the area through her 
viewfinder. Simon and Karen were 
finally catching up and I noticed Simon 
no longer held his head down to watch 
the trail; he looked into the high 
resolution water and perhaps lingered 
on the river bottom: tumbled stones, 
green things, fine mud, sunlight, clouds, 
nitrogen-blue skies. 
"Come on, I want to take your 
picture," Denise motioned us to stand 
near the broken dam. Karen and Simon 
gladly complied but I wasn't about to 
allow Denise to mold me like a piece of 
clay; she had a sixteen-millimeter 
fisheye lens on her camera (it was the 
only lens she owned) and the image of 
my oblong nose in her sunglasses 
prevented me from participating. 
"Ah...Go ahead," I waved to Simon 
and Karen. "Another male in the photo 
would ruin the dialectical balance," I 
said, smiling. Simon stood there with 
his hands in his pockets and Karen 
looked up at the trees, maybe searching 
for bird nests or something. 
"Why don't you two do something 
natural?" Denise said. Simon smiled 
then twirled around once and began 
searching the ground for a smooth, flat 
stone to skip along the water. 
"Great," Denise said. 
"What kind of film are you using?" 
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I asked. 
"Fuji," she said from behind her 
camera. Denise didn't like to mix 
conversation with work. 
We were walking beside the river 
when Simon spotted a large, flat ledge 
that extended half way across the water. 
He jogged down to it and I thought he 
was going to try to jump to the other side 
but he slowed near the edge and knelt 
down. 
"Crayfish," he said when we reached 
the edge. At the bottom of the river, 
partially buried under the fine, greyish 
mud, was a school of about twenty-five 
crayfish. 
"They look like little lobsters," Karen 
said. Simon frowned at her over his 
shoulder but then extended his legs 
behind him and lay prone on the ledge, 
his arms held out over the water. We 
leaned in close to watch as Simon, 
slower than slow motion (at 90 fps), 
gently lowered his hand into the river. 
When the water reached his elbow, he 
plunged the rest of his arms into the 
river and caught the crayfish between 
his thumb and forefinger. He quickly 
withdrew his arms, spraying water and  
sound, and placed it on the rock ledge. 
We backed up a little from the splashing 
and watched Simon's crayfish poise its 
pinchers high and wide. 
"So what do you think?" Simon 
smiled, "Is it angry or is this display a 
biological reaction?" Denise moved in 
close with her camera but just as she 
squeezed the trigger Simon held his 
hand in front of the lens. 
"Great," she said. Simon just smiled. 
"It has no mind. I mean a real mind 
like ours. All it has is what I'd call the 
reptillian remnant," I said. 
"But does that mean it has no 
emotions?" he said. 
"A crayfish?" Karen said. 
"I certainly wouldn't give it a soul," 
I said. 
"Well, it's not yours to give," he said. 
He grabbed the crayfish behind the 
pinchers and put it back in the water. 
"Anyway I'm talking about feelings, not 
souls." He looked up from the river and 
smiled at us. "Let's get back to 
civilization before we get too 
depressed," he said. 
On our way to Simon's place later in 
the evening Denise handed me a copy  
of C.S. Lewis's Surprised By Joy. She 
thought it would improve my outlook on 
life. I told her to get a fifty-millimeter 
lens. 
After dinner we flipped on cable to 
watch "Jaws" and munched on buttery 
popcorn. Simon tried to get Karen 
interested in his deluxe, hardbound, 
illustrated, limited edition of Moby Dick 
but she had an affinity for the tv show; 
either she or the tv was missing an 
electron from their outer shells. 
I think Simon felt a little sick 
afterwards so we all apologized for being 
disrespectful to nature and for enjoying 
a pop film that disgraced fishdom. We 
stepped outside and walked along the 
darkened beach together and made our 
way to the little bonfire started by the 
others. Karen had brought along Moby 
Dick; she wanted to read "The 
Whiteness of the Whale" to our group. 
The primordial waters made a perpetual 
gush of white noise that washed away 
our differences. 
—Vincent Lim 
—MARK WILLIAMS 
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CORRESPONDENCE COURSE 
In the margin of a page 
of w's are pictured 
the wolverine, the wombat, 
the wolf, wood ibis, 
and Thomas Wolsey, adviser 
to Henry VIII. 
Set that in your lap, 
as it sits in mine, 
while I look up 
the word woofer. 
I find it 
to be a speaker, best 
at bass sounds. 
Its opposite is a tweeter. 
I like that word. 
I like raw 
confabulation. 
Howling and hooting, 
nudging and punching. 
Woofing. 
Woofing 
like a woofer, 
like a speaker 
of a language so 
illustrative 
at heart 
the only definition it needs 
is the beginning and end 
of its sound: Woof. 
Woof. Woof. That is truly 
dogmatic diction. 
—Jenny Arthur  
THE CHIEF OF COVERT ACTION 
You must forget that 
it's a bolus. You remember, 
health in junior high, 
you sit in the auditorium 
and see a film of a woman 
or a man x-rayed, jaws 
snapping like a dog— 
a hungry stray—and that crude 
skeleton and the food 
mass (as they call it, 
before they give you 
the word) that goes down 
not smooth, not clean 
at all, but part 
at a time, struggling. 
Gross, gross, everyone 
said, and if they had 
told us the word, at lunch 
we would have said 
bolus, bolus, and gone 
hungry. If you are hungry 
now, get into the bathtub 
with all your skin on 
and put your ears under. 
In your own body, you'll hear 
the murmurs of conspiracy. 
The arteries you've relied on 
for a lifetime 
will give up your blood 
at the drop of a pin. Listen 
close. Some secrets we keep 
even from ourselves. 
—Jenny Arthur 
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TROTTING AROUND THE KITCHEN 
I never did finish telling you 
what I was going to say 
about what happened yesterday 
at the play. Isn't that funny 
all that time, and then 
a cut-short conversation 
will pop back up. 
Like a whale. Like a 
spotted dog 
that lets you know that 
spotted dogs are in the world 
because there's one. Now what 
was I going to say? What 
was I going? It seems I should 
say where was I going. Where 
was I going to say. Where 
was I going to stay. Wasn't 
it the last one of the season? 
—Jenny Arthur 
RUNNING UPSTAIRS FOR A MINUTE 
Just when I began to feel safe in the hollow 
of the fire escape stairwell, almost 
with no need telling myself, this 
is a public place, and that anyone, any- 
time, even at this hour, could walk 
down and see the crime if some fool 
tried one—it was just then, 
rounding the second flight, that I came upon 
a boy and girl. Fourteen or so 
footsteps they must have heard echo. 
In those few seconds they had to compose 
themselves, they just stayed close, and froze, 
and saw me first, and when I saw them, 
I stiffened inside at my bold entry, but never 
broke rhythm, telling myself, this 
is a public place. I need these stairs. 
—Jenny Arthur 

HONORABLE MENTION 
IN YOUR FISH DREAM 
You are fishing a river with a famous poet. 
The poet knows nothing about fishing. You know 
about fishing only in the dream. You try to explain 
how fish think. Algebraically. You argue passionately 
that fish have no word for water. The poet listens 
to only the ends of your sentences. He turns his back to you 
to hide his fishing. Your mother comes out on the opposite bank. 
She yells to the poet that you have never fished before. 
The poet giggles. Around you fish come up and blow bubbles. 
A man drifts by on a raft. He holds his thumb out 
to you. He wants to stop and talk. You cast your line 
coldly behind him and secretly watch him disappear. 
The poet is not there anymore. You are playing tennis 
with the poet. As you lift up a lob, girls get off 
a bus and circle the court. They beg you 
to say something. All you can think to say is 
"How was the water?" A man you don't know 
tells you the girls you are chasing have stopped 
running and are waiting in the next town. 
You discover that the court is really an ice floe 
on a river. You are fishing again. This time 
through a hole in the ice. You are alone. You have never 
fished through ice before. You wonder if the fish 
have a word for ice. On the shore, you see 
the man that was on the raft. You would like to talk now. 
But the ice moves on and fish swim to the surface to say 
"Water." 
—Lance Rose 
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CONVERSATION WITH 
A PARISHIONER 
The snow? It was a welcome 
Holiday. The vicar's been 
So dry lately. What's that? 
Wednesday night—yes, I went 
To hear the man. He was tall 
And brown. He's a bishop, you know, 
Though one wonders how far 
That goes down there. He 
Talked about their problems 
And what we can do here 
—quite a bit to hear him 
Talk. He wasn't a communist 
—I always wonder! —because 
He said the recent elections there 
Were nothing but a joke. 
But everything he said was, well, 
Earthly—all about land reform 
And justice and economic help 
For the poor, which almost everyone is. 
And I know that's important—As you 
Did it to one of the least of these 
My brothers, and everything. But I don't know! 
It seems no one's interested in saving 
Souls anymore—it sounds so 
Funny, just saying it out like that. 
Of course the Church there 
Has been like that for years, teaching them 
To count on beads while leaving them 
To go hungry. I read somewhere how 
The grass grows so high—six feet or more— 
That if you try to walk through the fields 
At noon you'll never find your way 
Back to the road again, that they'll find 
You, dead from sunstroke, a few yards 
From safety, never knowing how close you were. 
Can you imagine how they must live? 
Oh, but when you say that—how life's  
Tough all over—don't you worry about 
Well, not having it tough? Walter says 
You have to reach out to people where they are, 
That it's no good preaching 
At them if you don't feed them 
First. But I'd always hoped one's spirit could 
Overcome those physical things,—though 
The bishop said that's easy 
For us to think, here 
Where we don't have to worry about them, 
Where we're eating stone-ground 
Bread for the roughage!—and God 
Knows, it never has in my own 
Life. I just—I can't seem to 
Think what the Lord wants from 
Any of us anymore. Sunday morning 
I was clearing the driveway—Walter 
Can't do it anymore, with his back—, and 
The snow was so powdery and fine 
And dry that when I tried to scoop 
Some up and pack it into a ball, 
What was in my hands kept getting 
Smaller and smaller until 
None of it was left, but the hole which 
I gathered it out of was still there. 
—Paul Ludwig 
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ONE THEORY 
One theory: 
look to see 
only light 
or darkness, 
then both. 
Like Monet's 
cathedrals 
in lavendar light. 
This is why you squint 
when you paint. 
Why you will be a better artist 
when you are older 
and your eyes are not so 
focused 
on detail, 
on lines. 
In the East 
they have entire rooms 
with only one object 
and shadows 
and light. 
This is how we fail 
to write 
as poets. 
All our Western walls covered 
no space for light 
for thought. 
All shadows merging 
into one 
empty darkness. 
—Laurie Perry  
NAME CALLING 
Held under water jewelweed 
or silver leaf 
reflects light 
like a mirror. I know. 
I've collected leaves, 
drowned them to prove 
the name. 
I've used the plant as salve. 
Salve, a name that simply sounds 
soothing. Its stems 
thick sticky juice 
cooling poison ivy 
blisters. We name things 
because of needs. 
You choose 'touch-me-not', 
ripe seed pods popping 
with our pinches. 
We clean the stems 
as if picking okra, as if this 
is our garden, small hairy bodies 
green and tender 
at our mercy. 
—Laurie Perry 
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EXPERIMENT NO. 299: 
QUALITATIVE ANALYSIS 
It's when all the tests fail, when 
nothing mixes with anything else in the vial. 
And then, you're sitting in your room, sipping 
lukewarm coffee, knowing you'll never find 
a conclusion for the test, not until you know 
it's safe for you, safe for the child playing 
in the sandbox, the old lady who's waiting for help 
in crossing the street, the couple 
necking in the woods. 
You're always guessing, 
never any more sure about it than a Samoyed 
crossing the tundra. 
O.K., skip the tundra. 
Your Alaskan siesta fell through once again, 
that cruise you're always planning to take 
to places where apparent shores, cliffs of 
ice, give way to warm, deep seas. 
You can't find it in that index. No one 
has it there yet. Not this convict who has 
forgotten how to see past the bars. 
He can't see anything now so there's nothing 
to see past. 
Maybe we're all convicts, 
caged by all of our words 
which are caged by all of their meanings. 
Think of it, we're talking about the densest 
of substances. No technological devices will separate it. 
—Shalamar Sibley 
GOOD MORNING 
This poem is tip-toeing downstairs 
to breakfast in an airy room 
with rough oranges and sunshine. 
It's looking for you, the kind of you 
that shakes off a summer sleep 
and pushes back the eyelet 
trimmed curtains; this you sniffs 
the salt in the air, and coffee brewing. 
Now it's climbing the stairs again, 
tugging at your hand-made quilt. 
Are you there? Wake up. 
—Shalamar Sibley 
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A ROUTINE 
Someone's whistling "The Good, the Bad, 
and the Ugly" out in the hall, 
next to the vending machine where 
the cleaning lady stops to read 
the wrinkled daily. A runner 
glides by, a glint of yellows 
and flesh tones above cement. 
But the cleaning lady takes it 
slow and easy. She knows the rounds, 
knows the bathroom is still there 
with its accumulating graffiti 
The crows' feet beside her eyes 
establish themselves as she reads, 
"Once more for old time's sake, X. 
Tic, tac, toe...I win. Shall we 
play again?" But her oldest 
occupies himself at the grocery store 
trading in food stamps. Three others 
tag at his side. Her man's skipped town. 
Now she sweeps the lab floor, carries 
its chemicals, autosomes, and 
lethargic Barr bodies, the end-of-the-line 
sex chromosomes of females; she carries 
them away with the tip of her broom. 
One white powder boasts a warning of 
"cancer, sterility, premature aging, 
mental illness, male pattern baldness, 
and green toes." There they all are, 
these things, facing her in a line. 
She empties waste baskets brimming 
with print-out. The bulletin boards 
are abundantly out of date. 
—Shalamar Sibley 
BLACK CAT 
Black cat follows me into 
the woods at dusk. He sits 
like a shadow at the foot 
of a pine. Two gray birds 
drop down the side of the 
tree. They catch half-way. 
They tweet at him. Poor 
cat. His green eyes will 
never pass for leaves. 
—Elaine Cavanaugh 
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HONORABLE MENTION 
NIGHT WATCHMAN 
Then we think, What if, what if, 
and the flash of light 
on a window pane, fence post, 
knife blade makes us hunched 
and quiet. It must have been 
like that, to turn the corner 
you've turned endless times 
already and suddenly become 
some hunted thing 
in the darkness. Maybe he thought 
they were bums at first 
and the faces fluttered 
in his mind like people 
it seems he should know but 
doesn't. I remember his face, 
so well in fact that sometimes 
when I think of alleys 
or old cans, I hear his shoes 
along the sidewalk, the steady 
off-beat of his steps, the rhythm 
of a bad highway, the roads 
we take away from here and always 
keep with us. He was always going 
somewhere, moving through nights 
as if they were miles of old road, 
a road made slick by summer. 
Then I think he still goes on, even 
now, so familiar with darkness 
he doesn't need light or a guide, 
just the air echoing back 
to him, as if beneath wings. 
—Sandra Moore 
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BUZZARD'S WALL 
There are other things besides 
wind and current, a sea floor, 
the face of a cliff, the swift 
breath that is sky beyond the mesh 
of the screen door. Let's suppose 
the beacon on Buzzard's Wall marks 
the origin of wind or even air. 
Perhaps it once was the fire 
pirates used to guide ships 
onto the reefs. The grizzled man 
living on shore still carves 
driftwood in the shapes of ships 
held by the reef, driftwood 
from their hulls which loosen 
and follow the rising tide. 
He sails his ships sometimes 
and sometimes the lighthouse beam 
sweeps across fog and spray, 
slipping through the waves 
so that he is ready to 
believe the ships are rising 
their ribs from reef pulling 
and sea with enough force to suck 
the lighthouse, the village, 
even the sea itself 
into the black holes of their hulls. 
You might say the old man 
on the beach imagines it all, but 
maybe his mind won't reach 
that far except in fear, 
calling out to someone he knows, 
or doesn't know. His daughter 
heard him once and froze, 
thinking he might be dying, 
and lay there in the cold sheets 
listening until his voice 
became thin sunlight stretching 
through salt water where light is 
no more than the savage end 
of winter farther north than here. 
Once we climbed to the top 
of the Wall; the clouds reached 
into the treetops to search for wind 
brusing against the leaves. 
You talked all the way up because 
you were scared. Coming down, 
the only thing between me 
and the ground a hundred feet away 
was what I thought was you 
holding the rope. 
Hearing the trees' secret language, 
the only thing I can keep 
to myself is somewhere in the threaded 
wires of this screen door, some 
seductive terror that can always 
touch us deeply but never reveals 
its name. Maybe the wires 
will make a map of their symmetry 
and show me what it can be, 
as in the fall when the mountains 
which seem to have been submerged 
for centuries suddenly rise up, 
rust crawling across the trees 
as if it were lichen. 
—Sandra Moore 
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HONORABLE MENTION 
YESTERDAY'S DUST 
When she was little, Sarah would sit 
in this porch swing for hours with her 
grandfather, waiting for one of the cars 
from Cordell to come down the road and 
stir up all the dust. You could see the 
cars for miles away because of the brown 
cloud that would travel with them over 
the path through the flat tobacco fields. 
Sarah and Pop would argue where the 
car was from, or where it was going. 
Sarah always thought they were from 
Hollywood, or at least, Atlanta, but Pop 
was stubborn and told her that the only 
people who were brave enough to drive 
this road were from Cordell and were 
going to Macon to buy cows or go to the 
pictures. Not many cars came, but when 
one did, those two would talk about it 
for days. 
I was the one who decided that Sarah 
should go to Atlanta to finish high 
school. There wasn't but one teacher in 
fifty miles from Cordell and she could 
about teach Civil War history from 
experience. I'd gone to a good school in 
Atlanta and I'd always wanted Sarah to 
have the same opportunity. She'd spent 
nine years with the same teacher here 
when she should have been in the 
schools in Atlanta, but her daddy 
couldn't leave the farm here with just 
Pop to run it. So we stayed in Cordell 
after Matt and I got married, the three of 
us, with Pop. It wasn't bad living in the 
house that Matt had been born in. I kept 
the house clean and cooked the 
vegetables that Sarah and Pop gathered 
from their little garden behind the house 
and kept the dust out. We all had it easy, 
except Matt, but he loved plowing and 
harvesting the tobacco fields. He let 
Sarah and Pop take care of the pig, cow, 
and chickens. Sarah took to farming like 
her grandpa did. She was up every 
morning at five getting eggs and milk for 
breakfast. Nobody had ever even asked 
her to do it. But even so, I knew she 
couldn't stay here. Sarah was a smart 
girl and she needed to learn about 
something besides tobacco. Even with 
the land paid for, we could hardly make 
a living off this farm, and I knew that 
Sarah wouldn't be able to in ten or 
fifteen years. I knew she needed an  
education like the one I had gotten, only 
maybe Sarah would find a way to use it. 
Her daddy didn't argue with me like 
I thought he might. He just said that the 
house would be lonely with her gone. 
Sarah didn't want to leave and Pop 
didn't want her to. I could hear them 
nearly every evening last summer sitting 
in the swing conspiring, trying to find 
a way to make me let her stay. From the 
time I told them my plan until a month 
after she left, I was an unpopular person 
in this house. I never could convince 
Pop that it would be good for her. All 
he'd say about it was "Jenny, you and 
me both knows that that young'un 
belongs here. She ain't gonna be happy 
in the city and it's gonna be your fault. 
She'll do just fine here if you'd just let 
her alone." 
I knew she was happy here on the 
farm, but Matt's sister, Delly, lived in 
Atlanta and she had two boys, one of 
them just a year older than Sarah. I 
thought Sarah would like the idea of 
staying with young people her own age, 
but she hated it and told me so. All the 
same, she went. Delly's husband, Carl, 
a hardware store owner in the city, drove 
down here with both the boys to pick her 
up last August. She wouldn't talk to any 
of them during lunch. She sat by Pop 
and reminded him to be sure and let the 
little chickens get enough food and not 
to feed the pig radishes because they 
made her sick. I could see the youngest 
boy, Ronnie, snickering at her. At 
sixteen, Sarah was three years older 
them him, but I guess Sarah must have 
seemed the typical country cousin to 
these boys. Sitting there, I had my first 
doubt about letting her go. She really 
might not fit into the city life. But I told 
myself that there were things that the girl 
had to learn, especially if she were going 
to college like I hoped she would. I told 
myself that the boys would help her 
despite their snickering now. The older 
boy was named Scott and he seemed to 
want to make friends with Sarah. He 
tried to talk to her and ask her questions 
about the farm, but she just ignored him 
and kept talking to Pop. When she 
kissed her daddy and me goodbye, I 
could see the hurt in her eyes, but I knew 
one day when she was secretary or a  
bookkeeper somewhere and making her 
own money, not depending on the 
weather and the soil for a living, she'd 
appreciate what we were doing for her. 
The last thing that she whispered as she 
hugged Pop, trying not to cry in front of 
the boys, was "Watch the road, Pop. 
Maybe I'll be in the next car you see 
coming. Only I won't keep driving on 
by." 
Then it was December and it was me 
sitting in the porch swing watching the 
road. I shivered in the cold air as Pop 
came up the porch steps. He said to me, 
"You might as well go inside Jenny. 
They'll be here when they get here. Her 
letter said Sunday afternoon and it ain't 
but ten o'clock. Ain't you got something 
to do in the kitchen anyways?" 
I laughed, knowing that he wanted to 
be the first to spot the dust cloud in the 
distance, so I went inside to finish 
cooking dinner. The chicken was ready 
to be fried, the green beans and corn 
were already simmering on the stove, 
and the corn bread was baking. There 
wasn't much left to do but wait. Matt 
came in from working on the tractor and 
started upstairs to shower. He turned 
and looked hard at me. "You think she's 
changed much? You know how different 
things are in Atlanta. The people aren't 
the same." 
That was the first time I had heard 
Matt sound worried about it. "Jenny's 
a smart girl and I'm sure she did just 
fine. Quit worrying, her letters sounded 
alright." I wish I could have felt so sure. 
The letters sounded alright." I wish I 
could have felt so sure. The letters she 
wrote me and her daddy were nice, but 
I found one last week that she wrote to 
her grandpa. 
The first words stung me a little. 
Dear Pop, 
I know you're missing me. 
I miss you too. When I get 
home for Christmas, nobody 
is gonna be able to make me 
leave again. 
She must have written it when she first 
got to Atlanta. Surely by now she'd 
gotten used to the city. She was probably 
enjoying it all. The studying, the books, 
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the young people, what girl wouldn't 
love it? 
I heard the car pulling up to the house 
and went back out on the front porch. 
Deily, Matt's sister, her husband and 
Carl were just getting out of the car and 
I could see Sarah tucked in the back seat 
between the two boys. Pop was already 
hugging Deily and smiling in at Sarah. 
He shook Scott's hand as the boy got out. 
That boy must have grown two inches 
since August and he was getting to be 
quite handsome, not pudgy and red-
faced like his daddy and little brother. 
I guess Scott had some of the good looks 
that Deily and Matt shared. I noticed 
how he leaned back in the car to help 
Sarah out. I was bit shocked by the girl 
I saw getting out of the car. The blue 
jeans, plaid shirt, and ponytail of the 
little girl who left in August were gone. 
She wore a green wool skirt and a little 
white blouse with a round collar and a 
little red and green plaid bow around her 
neck. Her hair hung loose down her 
back, pulled from her face with two 
tortoise shell combs. She even had 
stockings on her legs and brown loafers 
on her feet. I could tell Pop was more 
than a little taken back with the change. 
He just stood and stared and Sarah 
seemed a little shy too. 
"How do you like it Pop?" she asked 
quietly. 
"It's just fine, Sarah. You look like a 
fine little lady." He held out his arms to 
her and Sayah hugged him gently. She 
turned baCk to the car and picked up a 
small suitcase. Scott immediately took 
it from her. I hugged Deily and Carl and 
told them they could put their bags in 
the downstairs bedroom. Matt came out 
of the house just as Sarah started up the 
porch steps. She smiled at us both before 
putting an arm around each of us and 
going in the house. She didn't say much, 
just that she'd been fine. As we all went 
inside Pop hung back a little. I couldn't 
understand what was wrong. He'd been 
so excited earlier that Sarah was coming 
home for two weeks, but he almost 
looked sad now. "Come on Pop. It's cold 
out here and dinner will be ready soon. 
Come talk to Deily and Sarah." He 
followed me into the house and went 
into the living room with everyone else. 
Dinner went alright. Matt and Deily 
laughed about their childhood on the 
farm, while Carl and I talked about how 
different things were in Atlanta since 
we'd both grown up there in the thirties. 
Only Pop and Sarah didn't say much. 
They sat next to each other and every 
once in awhile one of them would 
answer a question, but that was about 
all. I could tell that Sarah and Ronnie 
must not have gotten along too well 
because every time he mentioned her 
name, she would glare at him furiously 
until Scott would make him shut up. 
We spent the rest of the afternoon 
decorating the Christmas tree that Matt 
and Pop had brought in yesterday. That 
evening, as Deily and I peeled potatoes 
for supper, she told me about Sarah's 
stay in Atlanta. "Jenny, I don't think 
Sarah was very happy staying with us. 
We tried to keep him from it, but Ronnie 
teased her constantly. I'm afraid that he 
has too much of his daddy's city boy in 
him." I laughed thinking how Carl hated 
to spend more than a few days on the 
farm away from the city and his store. 
She stopped peeling for a second and 
looked up at me, "You know though, 
Scott sure does like Sarah. He's always 
taking up for her and she helps him with 
his homework. You know he's a senior 
this year and she's just in tenth grade, 
but she's a smart one, especially in that 
English and history." 
I smiled. "She likes to read a lot. 
That's partly why I thought she might 
like to go to a good school." 
"I'm not sure it's school she doesn't 
like," Deily said. "She seems to like her 
teachers and her studies, and she's even 
made a couple of friends who come over 
to the house some. I think it's just 
Ronnie. We try to stop him but he'll 
tease her about liking to wear overalls 
and about not knowing how to dance. 
Things like that. She misses the farm 
too, but I guess we all do when we 
leave." 
I picked up the sack full of potato 
peelings and took them outside to the 
pig. I could see Sarah and Scott standing 
just inside the barn door talking to each 
other or the cow. I was glad that Sarah 
had found such a good friend in Scott. 
As the screen door slammed behind me  
and I went back in the house, Pop came 
into the kitchen from the living room. 
"Where's Sarah? I thought she might 
like to help me feed the chickens," he 
said. Pop seemed to have cheered up 
some since this morning. 
"She'd like that," I said. "She's 
already out by the barn with Scott." 
"He went on out, holding the 
annoying screen door so that it wouldn't 
slam behind him. I watched him 
through the kitchen window walk across 
the dusty yard to the barn and disappear 
inside. Whatever had been bothering 
him was gone now. I guess trimming the 
tree with the whole family around had 
made him feel better. 
I went back to cooking dinner and 
talking to Deily. It wasn't but a couple 
of minutes later before Pop came back 
into the house, looking a bit sick. He 
didn't answer me when I asked him if 
he were alright. He just walked on out 
of the kitchen and up the stairs. Sarah 
wasn't far behind him. "Mama, where 
did Pop go?" she asked me with a 
worried look on her face. 
"I think he went upstairs, honey. 
What's the matter?" 
She just shook her head and ran 
towards the living room. I could hear her 
knocking and crying on his door 
upstairs. Deily and I just looked at each 
other, baffled about what could be the 
problem, and we went on up after them. 
Pop must have let her in because she was 
in there crying and begging him about 
something. I couldn't imagine what had 
happened to upset them both so much. 
I hadn't seen either of them so unhappy 
since the first, and last time Pop spanked 
her when she was about eight. I knocked 
lightly on the door. "Pop, Sarah, what's 
the problem?" 
I opened the door and Deily and I 
walked in. Pop was sitting in the rocking 
chair that Grandma used to use when 
she was still living. He had his back to 
the room and was staring out the 
window with his arms crossed over his 
chest. Sarah sat crumpled on the floor 
beside him sobbing, but he wasn't 
paying her no mind. 
Deily spoke first. "Sarah dear, you're 
gonna wrinkle that skirt. You'd better 
get up from there." Sarah lust cried 
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pitifully into her hands and didn't move. 
Pop stood up slowly and turned to 
face us. In a breaking voice, he 
said,"You want to know what the 
problem is? The problem is that I just 
seen my granddaughter kissing my 
grandson in the barn!" 
Pop stomped out of the room and for 
a minute we just stood there shocked, 
the only sound being Sarah's sobbing. 
I wasn't too sure what I should do. 
"Deily, maybe you'd best leave Sarah 
and me alone so as we can talk." Deily 
went out and closed the door. "You'd 
best tell me about it, Sarah." 
She looked at me fearfully. "Mama, 
there's not much to tell. Scott is going 
to marry me as soon as he gets out of 
school. We decided a couple of weeks 
ago." I tried to stop what she was 
saying, but she kept on. "Just wait. You 
might as well know all of it. Pop said he 
wouldn't let us get married. He said it 
wasn't right. But I know it is. Scott loves 
the farm and we could live here." 
I felt so sorry for her, believing in the 
things that could never happen. 
"Honey, you can't marry Scott. He's 
your cousin and it's against the law for 
cousins to marry." 
"No Mama. Scott said it would be 
alright. He promised me that it would 
all be alright." Her strained face showed 
how hard she was trying not to believe 
me. 
"I'm sorry, Sarah, but it's the law." 
The tears were flowing down her 
cheeks now and I could barely 
understand her as she whispered, "It's 
too late for any law now. He lied to me 
about everything." 
"Sarah, what happened? What did he 
do?" She didn't answer me, but her face 
told me all I needed to know. She went 
and sat in the rocking chair and 
wouldn't say anything else. 
I went downstairs and outside. Pop 
was sitting in the front porch swing and 
I sat down beside him. We just sat there 
quiet for a few minutes, until finally he  
asked, "Did she tell you?" I just nodded. 
"Carl and Matt have gone to talk to the 
boy, not that it'll do any good. He knew 
what he was doing. I never thought he'd 
turn out to be more cruel than the 
younger one." I didn't say anything. A 
few minutes later, he continued. "I hope 
you know now where that little girl 
belongs. There ain't no schooling in the 
world worth learning some things." 
As I sat there looking over the empty 
fields, I could see the dust cloud from 
a car on the horizon. I wondered where 
it was going, but then I remembered that 
it didn't matter. So long as whoever was 
driving knew where they were heading, 
the rest of us didn't have anything to do 
with it. I just wished I'd learned that a 
little sooner. It was a long time before 
Sarah left the farm again and when she 
did, she was the one who decided where 
she was going. 
—Leigh Anne Davenport 
—CECILIA WATSON 
	 7 PIGS W/FENCE 
61 
-DON DAVIS 
	 QUILL 
62 
ATLANTIS 
Rocks rise out of the water, forming 
a wall around the lighthouse. We won't 
be able to dock at this side of the island; 
we'll have to circle it and tie off our boat 
at the pier. Maybe this was a mistake, 
taking this job. Once they drop me off, 
I'll find out. The water is unusually calm 
today, like a red carpet rolled out before 
my new palace home. We're about to 
dock. Tires keep the dock floating; not 
enough people come here to build a 
larger pier with telephone poles 
extending far into the ocean. I jump out 
of the boat first and they throw me the 
rope to tie the boat off. The rope burns 
my hands as the waves move the boat 
away from the dock. I have trouble 
keeping my balance as the dock shifts on 
the water; it's like trying to walk on a 
waterbed. We unload my supplies and 
carry them to the end of the dock where 
we pile them into the old shopping cart. 
They will be back in two weeks with 
more supplies. I wave goodbye, 
acknowledging that if I need anything 
I'll radio. They take off back to the 
mainland, their little lawnmower engine 
smoking and sputtering along the way. 
Now the fun begins. I guess I had 
better get everything into the house first. 
Oh, shit. Rusted wheels. Just like on the 
mainland, I always get the cart that only 
goes in circles. Oh well, I'll have to get 
used to manual labor sometime. 
The island seems more deserted than 
I pictured it to be. The tallest thing that 
grows is the golden-rod that covers most 
of the island. The lighthouse looks like 
a white oil drum with a black turret 
placed on top—the north tower of my 
castle—set apart from the two other 
buildings. The path leading there is 
covered with sand, the kind that is made 
up of tiny pieces of crushed seashells. 
At least I don't have that much to 
carry—only food and luggage, and I can 
carry twice as many groceries in these 
new plastic bags as I could in those 
brown paper ones, and they won't even 
rip apart. Times like this make you 
appreciate modernization. 
I grab my duffel bag and groceries and 
walk up the path. It's not a long walk, 
but walking in the sand takes all of my  
energy. I may as well try to walk with 
superglue on my feet. The lighthouse is 
freshly painted, but these other 
buildings, my house and the shed, look 
as if somebody had tried to strip the 
paint. Maybe they didn't have time to 
paint them too. The door of the house 
is already open; maybe somebody knew 
I would be coming with an armful of 
groceries. On the wall next to the door, 
there is a mailbox with the number one 
on it. 
My new house is lavishly furnished 
with a plush, grey, concrete floor and an 
antique couch in the living room. At 
least I think it's an antique; it has seen 
enough years. Once I set down the 
groceries I can take a closer look. The 
kitchen is straight ahead, I think, or the 
bedroom has an oven in it. I set the 
groceries down on the oak table and 
wonder why I took this job. The kitchen 
consists of an old, white refrigerator, a 
stove, the table, and cracked porcelin 
sink with exposed pipes. There is a 
single light hanging from the ceiling. I 
flick the switch. It doesn't even work 
and neither does the refrigerator. 
I could kick myself; they told me to 
start the generator when I got here. I 
walk through the living room, back 
outside. Then I head for the tool shed, 
undo the hooklatch and walk in. On the 
floor in the corner is the generator and 
on the wall are containers of lamp oil 
and gas. I prime the generator then pull 
the cord which starts it up. Sputtering 
and spewing smoke, it reminds me of 
their boat leaving the island. I'm going 
to have to clean this place out to make 
it bearable, right after I straighten up the 
house. 
While I'm out, I might as well go look 
at the lighthouse. I open the heavy metal 
door and walk in. I start up the stairs. 
They spiral around. A few stairs have 
rusted out. At the top of the lighthouse 
I can see nothing but ocean for miles and 
miles. The light is one of those old oil 
burning ones, made out of crystal 
prisms, not electric powered like newer 
ones. I walk back down to the bottom 
and radio the mainland for weather 
information and further instructions. 
They say that a storm front is moving in  
and tell me if I have any problems just 
call. I go back to the house to put up the 
groceries. Then I go into the bedroom to 
take a nap. Only a cot to sleep on. This 
gets worse every second. 
The sun's coming up? I didn't sleep 
that long. I hope they packed the peanut 
butter and jelly. Good, and they 
remembered strawberry. I eat my 
sandwich then run down the path to the 
beach. Maybe somebody will come visit 
today. The sun is having trouble rising. 
Heavy storm clouds are setting in. I 
hurry back to the lighthouse to radio for 
help. I don't like being alone in a storm. 
They tell me to go light the lantern. I run 
up the stairs and light it. The lightning 
and rain has started. The lighthouse 
roars from the sound of the rain beating 
on the metal, echoing up and down 
through the tower. 
I run into the house, but I can't stay 
here either. Something's wrong. I run to 
the cliffs through the golden-rod and 
rocky terrain. But the rocks are falling 
into the ocean. The island is sinking. I 
run back and radio what I've found. 
They laugh and tell me to keep the light 
on. I run down the path to the dock. I 
can live. I'll float even when the island 
sinks. I'll sit and wait. 
I wake up to a thumping sound; the 
island is gone. A helicopter is above me. 
They've come to rescue me. They send 
a vest down on a rope. The helicopter 
is white, orange, and blue. It must be the 
Coast Guard. I strap the jacket on and 
they hoist me into the helicopter. They 
help me off with my vest. I ask them if 
they saw what happened to the island. 
They nod and help me put on a warm 
canvas jacket. I am freezing. They fly me 
back to the mainland, then take me to a 
hotel where they give me dry, clean 
clothes and a place to stay. I go to this 
guy there; he is sitting alone, wearing 
white clothes like mine. I ask him if he 
heard about the lighthouse sinking. He 
says "Are you kidding, I was on the 
island when it sunk. The dock is all that 
saved me." 
—Simeon Brodsky 
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REMEMBER 
SCARLETT O'HARA 
As I recall, the first nine years of my 
life in Wisteria, Alabama (pop. 1,029) 
were definitely PG-rated by today's 
standards, with an occasional damn or 
hell helping season my green ears, 
courtesy of my daddy who fancied 
himself a weekend handy-man. Daddy 
was a banker though and, as Mama often 
said, not expected to be good with his 
hands. My best friend Ginger's daddy 
was terrific with his hands, Wisteria's 
best carpenter, but I never did hear him 
cuss. Of course, he always hit the nails 
he aimed for and being a carpenter, he 
could just hammer out his anger and 
frustration. I guess that's what he must 
have done when Ginger got pregnant in 
the summer of 1957 just before our 
senior year in high school. 
Back then it was called having-a-baby-
out-of-wedlock and was generally 
accompanied by wagon loads of cuss 
words from the men and wash tubs full 
of tears from the women and sometimes 
even worse—a shotgun wedding with 
everybody blaming everybody. So, I was 
truly relieved when Ginger didn't have 
to go through all that tradition, but 
others in our little town provided 
enough tradition to last a long time. But 
I'd better go back a few years. 
In the spring of 1950, that PG rating 
I mentioned suddenly sky-rocketed out 
of my life. It by-passed the cloudy, R-
rated zone, and crash-landed smack dab 
in the middle of the dark outer limits of 
X! Actually, what crash-landed was the 
ultimate dirty word, the big F right in 
the middle of Ginger's fourth grade 
desk. Somebody had sneaked in and 
carved a jagged, spintery outrage to 
Southern femininity in three-inch high 
letters. I, for one, had never seen the 
taboo word in print and had only heard 
it being spat out the pool-hall door by 
a sore loser on a few occasions when I 
defied Mama's instructions to always 
walk on the opposite side of the street 
on the way to the library. Definition 
seemed to hover and lurk all around the 
word, so maybe that's why the whispers 
hissing and slithering all around 
Ginger's desk dealt with likely culprits,  
not interpretations. 
All I could think of was how Ginger's 
pencil would poke through her tablet 
paper into those shallow wooden 
trenches during spelling test and how 
Miss Minton would surely count off 
points for a messy paper. Ginger stood 
glaring at our classmates, her hands on 
what were to become curvy hips, her 
brown eyes flashing. She shooed the 
crowd away before Miss Minton came in 
and marched us to the auditorium for 
pledge allegiance and morning 
devotional. 
Ginger managed to keep the word 
hidden for most of the day with a book 
or tablet. Sitting behind her, I noticed 
that she furtively uncovered it now and 
then, tracing the outline of each letter 
with her fingers in a kind of reverse 
Braille. I was fascinated and soon found 
myself tracing the word in my mind, 
right along with Ginger. Naturally, Miss 
Minton heard about the mutilation 
before the 3:00 bell from some tattletale, 
and the wound being declared too 
serious for simple surgery, the desk had 
to be removed and replaced. It was 
worth the disruption—the arithmetic test 
was postponed. 
The culprit's identity was left to 
everyone's secret speculation, it being 
understood that it had to be a boy that 
did it. But which one? The fourth-grade 
boys were on their best haloed behavior 
that day. The way my mama would 
figure it, the guilty party would be 
somebody without a proper raising, as 
she put it, like Verlon Dean Hunicutt, 
son of what Mama called "that heathen 
white-trash boot-legger". But Verlon 
Dean's seat beside me had been vacant 
for over a week. He was home with 
chicken-pox. Anyway, I thought he was 
okay for a boy, and if I'd been a boy, I'd 
want to look like Verlon Dean. He had 
a shock of auburn hair, always just a 
little bit longer than the town boys', that 
peeked out from under a blue baseball 
cap. That cap shaded his nose with its 
sprinkling of rust-colored freckles. He 
wore Lee rider jeans and real leather 
boots and let me hold his pocket-knife 
once in third-grade. I was glad it 
couldn't have been Verlon Dean 
Hunicutt. 
As Ginger and I started home from 
school that afternoon, she stopped half-
way down the steps, pulled me aside 
and whispered, "Starr, I know who did 
it!" Not waiting for my reaction, she 
skip-walked down the rest of the steps, 
her golden braids bouncing merrily. I 
froze—my eyes and mouth widening in 
unison—how could she know? She 
hadn't been out of my sight all day. 
By the time I recovered somewhat, 
Ginger was at the corner yelling, "Hurry 
up, Slow-poke." When I came face-to-
face with Ginger, I searched her golden-
flecked brown eyes for clues. It was what 
I did not see that was confusing. Those 
golden flecks weren't sparkling in 
triumph as they should gave been, 
considering the caliber of knowledge 
Ginger claimed to have acquired. 
"It was Tommy Lee Stevens," she 
whispered although we were alone on 
the corner by that time. Quickly she 
added, "Cross your heart!" I sucked in 
my breath, crossed, and promised all in 
one gesture. 
Exhaling noisily, I said, "Ginger, 
Tommy Lee is going-on-twelve. He's a 
sixth-grader! Anyhow, who says?" 
Ginger was very matter-of-fact about 
it. "Nobody had to say. See, he's been 
watching me. Like today, he was 
watching me from the monkey bars 
upside-down and before that at pledge 
allegiance, only not upside-down then, 
of course." 
"Ginger, I don't get it," I confessed 
reluctantly. It was not making sense. 
After all, I was the straight-A student. 
Ginger was on the "B" honor roll. Her 
A's in public school music, singing and 
piano didn't count. Ginger could sing 
like an angel. Even my mama who never 
liked Ginger much would admit that, but 
Mama tempered the compliment with a 
prediction that Ginger would surely fall 
from grace someday unless she used her 
God-given musical talents to glorify His 
name in the First (Last and Only) Baptist 
Church of Wisteria. Mama did a lot of 
worrying about the condition of other 
people's souls. Personally, I thought that 
Verlon Dean's daddy, the boot-legger, 
probably knew a lot more about that than 
my mama. 
I was still puzzling over Ginger's 
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revelation when she said, "It's probably 
because you don't have any brothers." 
"What is?" 
"The reason you don't get this—it's 
because you don't have any brothers," 
she offered again. 
"Or sisters," I reminded her, always 
striving for accuracy. 
"Sisters don't count," she declared, 
presumably on the basis of expert 
authority, having a married sister, two 
older brothers, a brother-in-law, two 
nephews and a niece. 
"You're probably right," I allowed, 
thinking we had strayed from the subject 
at hand. "But what about Tommy Lee 
and that awful, nasty word?" 
"Well, like I said, Starr, he's been 
watching me, and sometimes boys—
well—they say that word sometimes or 
write it I guess—to show off, to make 
girls think they know a lot." 
"A lot of what?" 
"Just a lot about—well, about things. 
Golly, Starr, it's hard to talk about all 
this with somebody who doesn't have 
any brothers—or even any boy cousins! 
Anyhow, Tommy Lee must have done 
it. Showing off because he likes me." 
"Ginger Fay Wilson, you're crazy as 
a Betsy-bug. Boys hate girls practically 
up until time to go to the junior-senior 
banquet," I said, my face burning in 
protest and embarrassment at not having 
any brothers. 
"Not all boys, not Tommy Lee, 
anyway. Hey, here's my corner. Want to 
come over and play jacks a while before 
I have to practice piano?" 
"I reckon I better not. Mama'd kill me 
if I skipped G.A.'s and that stupid 
coronation practice. You're lucky you 
don't have to go." 
"Well, that's practically the only part 
of church I get to skip! After the recital, 
I'll have to go too." 
"Ginger, look, I didn't really mean 
you're crazy. I'm sorry. Can we still be 
best friends?" I asked anxiously. 
"Oh, Silly, of course we can. Come 
over and walk me to school in the 
morning, okay?" Ginger smiled. 
"Yeah, okay. See you—bye." I smiled 
too since things seemed to be back to 
normal. 
Things were not back to normal  
C.J. as having a combined good looks of 
Elvis and Troy Donahue and driving a 
1955 candy-apple red Chevy converti-
ble. Ginger was having a whirlwind 
romance, I decided, while I was sitting 
around wondering if I'd ever have a 
date. 
The way news travels in a small town 
without a dial telephone system explains 
how I heard about Ginger's pregnancy, 
not from Ginger, but from my mama's 
oldest sister, Aunt Inez on the Sunday 
afternoon before Labor Day. Aunt Inez 
ruined a potentially scrumptious dinner 
at Granny's. She couldn't even wait 
until after the chocolate cream pie to 
gloat over what she'd heard at church. 
Raynelle Baker, the "ears of Wisteria" 
at the local telephone switchboard had 
listened in on Justene and Ginger's call 
to their mama—accidentially of course, 
having gotten her wires crossed. Then 
it being the Christian duty of any 
member of the Gleaners-of-Glory Ladies-
of-Maturity Sunday-School-Class 
hearing of anyone needing prayer by 
proxy to share such information, 
Raynelle was just naturally duty-bound. 
That meant that Ginger's situation 
would be the topic of Sunday afternoon 
frontporch talk all over town. 
When Aunt Inez blurted it out, 
Grandpa cleared his throat so loudly that 
his green beans must have slapped his 
tonsils on the way down. Daddy made 
a lot of noise with his silverware while 
Mama hid her nose in her iced tea glass. 
Granny made a feeble attempt to restore 
equilibrium, saying, "Now, Inez, there's 
a time and place...besides, there's a 
child present at the table." 
"I am not a child! I'm almost 17 years 
old and you have no right to gossip 
about my best friend." I jumped up from 
the table with mama yelling that I had 
not been properly excused and 
wondering out loud whether I'd ever be 
a lady. Mama wanted me to be a lady but 
not a woman, I thought. I went out to the 
back yard and cried on the brown-and-
white spotted shoulder of Clyde, 
Grandpa's bird dog, who was always a 
sympathetic listener. 
I turned down Daddy and Grandpa's 
offer to go fishing. I walked around to 
the front porch and there sat Mama,  
though because I didn't memorize my 
coronation Bible verses and speech with 
my usual speed that afternoon. Another 
disruption in my life was looming 
darkly: I'd have to wear a dress in the 
ceremony, not just a dress—a long dress. 
If only some of Verlon Dean's chicken 
pox germs had crawled my way at 
school, I might be saved from the 
dreaded occasion. Then maybe Ginger 
could have my pink organdy dress for 
her piano recital. Ginger looked great in 
a dress even before she got that terrific 
figure. 
After that day, small-town life and 
family routines moved along with a few 
fun things thrown in like Elvis, James 
Dean, Pat Boone, and clandestine 
readings of banned books at slumber 
parties. There was also our first nylons 
and lipstick, learning to drive, more 
school, and of course, church—lots of 
church! It amounted to 352 times a year 
counting vacation Bible school and our 
customary hell-fire-brimstone revival in 
late summer when there was already 
enough heat for anybody in August in 
the southernmost part of Alabama. 
Along the way, Ginger's natural 
beauty blossomed. Way ahead of its time 
my mama said—unfortunately, she also 
said. I didn't blossom much at all, to 
Mama's profound relief, but Ginger 
blossomed enough for both of us. She 
looked at least 20 instead of 16 when she 
left to spend the summer in Fort Payne 
with her sister, Justene, her husband and 
their three little children. In Ginger's 
family everybody always seemed to 
pitch in and help each other, so when 
Justene went to work in a new 
Chattanooga factory, Ginger went to 
baby-sit and help keep house. The bonus 
was $5.00 a week and a trip to Rock City. 
Ginger promised to send picture post-
cards, the most I could hope for from a 
best friend who hated to write letters. 
I spent the summer as usual, reading 
and going to the beach just a few miles 
away, and writing to Ginger. I got three 
post-cards in return, one with a wish-
you-were-here tone, a second mention-
ing a boy named C.J. that she'd met at 
Rock City, and the third picturing 
Lovers' Leap, mentioning a second trip 
to the tourist attraction and describing 
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Inez, Granny, and Mrs. Parker, a 
neighbor. They were rocking and 
gossiping and reminded me of 
Grandpa's cows: ruminating Ginger's 
plight, regurgitating I-told-you-so's, and 
mooing about falls from grace and sins 
of the flesh. From behind a camellia 
bush, I heard Inez say that Ginger's bus 
was due in from Fort Payne at 4:00 that 
afternoon, but Mama spied me behind 
the bush and dared me to meet the bus 
of that "fast girl". I ran around back and 
down to my favorite walking and 
thinking place between our house and 
Granny's. I bawled and paced that dusty 
trail until I looked too awful to meet 
Ginger's bus anyway. I'd wait and see 
her the next day. Anyhow, maybe 
Ginger and the C.J. fellow were secretly 
married. After all, Ginger's mama had 
married at 16 and so had Justene. Ginger 
would want some time with her family 
whether she was married or not. 
The waiting was almost unbearable. 
The next afternoon at the Lion's Club 
Annual Labor Day picnic I made a 
perfunctory appearance, then walked 
the three-quarters of a mile to Ginger's. 
Our summer breaks were four months 
back then, but it seemed more like four 
years since I had seen Ginger. When she 
answered the door, she was pale but 
pretty as ever, her spun-gold hair tied up 
in double pony-tails with red ribbons. 
She looked like a cover girl even in cut-
off jeans and a red bandana shirt. I had 
missed her so fiercely that I hugged her 
breath away as soon as she opened the 
screen door, then quickly drew back, 
remember her condition. There was no 
wedding ring. 
She said, "Starr, you look great, so tall 
and tan." 
"Gosh, thanks, Ginger. You look 
terrific too, as always." 
"Let's go sit on the back-porch. The 
folks can have the front porch when they 
get home from the picnic." We sat in the 
shade on the top step. Ginger said, "I bet 
you've already heard, huh? I was hoping 
to get to tell you myself. I was feeling 
pretty rotten about it, but Mama says I'm 
not the first girl it's ever happened to 
and surely won't be the last. It sure felt 
like I was the only one for a long time." 
"Oh, Ginger, I've been so worried  
about you. Do you feel all right? I think 
you're a little bit pale." 
She grinned then and said, "I feel 
about like I did when we were 12 and 
smoked those Lucky Strikes at Cindy's 
slumber party." 
"Yuk!" I said at the memory of that 
nauseating experience. 
Ginger laughed then grew serious. "I 
hate to miss our senior year together. We 
had so many plans." 
"But Ginger, you could go until 
Christmas break, couldn't you?" I knew 
the rule: no pregnant students, married 
or unmarried, if the pregnancy was 
physically evident. 
Ginger shook her head, "No, Mama 
says I'll be showing by Thanksgiving, 
but if you'll help me, I'll try to keep up 
at home." 
"You know I will. I'll come by every 
day. Golly, Ginger, a baby!" I caught 
myself staring at her abdomen, 
wondering about the who-why-when-
where that had brought about the life 
inside her. 
Ginger responded by cupping my 
bony knee-cap in her soft hand and 
saying, "Hey, Starr, things will turn out 
just fine for me and the baby. You'll 
see." 
Details of the why-when-where are not 
important, but for the record, the who 
was C.J. Forester, a handsome, worldly, 
young man of 20. He had true-loved 
Ginger from the day he met her at Rock 
City. They went back there again to 
celebrate their meeting, rode the Incline 
Railway holding hands, and kissed 
beside Ruby Falls. C.J. bought Ginger a 
charm bracelet to establish their going-
steady status, but what Ginger didn't 
know until later was that C.J. was true-
loving two other girls, one in Gadsden 
and another in Scottsboro. The one in 
Scottsboro had seniority—she was the 
one who got pregnant first—and her 
daddy was a deputy sheriff. 
Ginger's baby was due around the first 
of April, and her pregnancy and 
adjustment to the situation progressed 
uneventfully. However, it was all very 
eventful for me. I began to think, not just 
in terms of umbilical cords, placentas, 
and amniotic fluid from my bookish 
storehouse of biological facts, but of the  
wonder of it all, the miracle-of-life part 
of it. I thought about that more and 
more. 
Ginger spent most of March trying to 
decide on the baby's name. It would be 
Jefferson Davis (Jeff) Wilson for a boy, 
after her grandfather. But Ginger seemed 
to think it'd be a girl and said she'd like 
to name her after me which I considered 
a great honor, although I wasn't too 
crazy about my name. 
Ginger said, "Now, Starr, it was your 
Mama's way of saying you're very 
special." 
"Thanks, Ginger, but I'm sure Mama 
didn't name me Bethlehem Starr O'Neal 
just because I was born on Christmas 
Eve. I'm sure she thought it'd serve as 
a Baptist four-leaf clover—to assure my 
entrance into the Pearly Gates. You 
know how Mama is." 
Our tickle-boxes turned over and we 
broke into our best grammar-school 
giggle fit, Ginger's belly mirthfully 
rocking the baby inside. Ginger 
squealed, "Oh, no, we woke her up. 
Feel, Starr, she's kicking up a storm!" 
I never tired of feeling those swift little 
kicks, always trying to picture the tiny, 
pink person curled inside Ginger. 
April was a very special month. I had 
my first date and Ginger had the baby. 
She was right—it was a girl, 7 lb. 2 oz., 
born on April 7. I stood with Ginger, 
gazing at her through the nursery 
window, looking from the baby to 
Ginger's deflated belly and back again 
at least a dozen times. Now there were 
two beautiful people, two separate 
personalities. It was wonderful. 
A week later I was nervously cradling 
April Starr in my arms, rocking carefully 
in the old oak rocker in Ginger's living 
room. Ginger's mama had gone to bed 
early so she could take a turn helping 
with April later in the night. Ginger's 
daddy always went to bed early and her 
older brothers were out-and-about. So 
while Ginger napped on the sofa, I had 
the wonderful baby all to myself. I 
watched her rapid eyelid flutters, her 
cherubic yawns, and her new-baby 
grimaces as she tried on her tiny face for 
size. The miniature body wriggled 
inside the soft blanket. She was real. 
Later when Ginger placed April to her 
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followed me home that night, and 
images of April and Ginger floated in 
and out of my dreams. 
Ginger was right about something else 
too. Things did turn out all right for her 
and April, and for me too. Ginger and 
I went to college across the bay in 
Mobile. Ginger got a B.A. in music 
theory, married a surgeon who adopted 
April, and they had another little girl . 
My husband is a pharmacist and has a 
drug store here in Wisteria. I write  
breast, I sat in silent awe of their mother-
child intimacy. I tried to live that 
experience right along with Ginger as I 
had done many times since childhood, 
but this time it didn't work. I was an 
outsider, but maybe my turn would 
come. 
As I started to leave, I kissed the 
tender, golden-pink top of the baby's 
head, feeling her life's blood pulsing 
softly but vividly against my lips. The 
soothing sounds of Ginger's lullaby  
children's adventure books using our 
twin sons as critics. They look just like 
their daddy, Verlon Dean, with auburn 
hair and rust-colored freckles. 
And by the way, Mama, Aunt Inez, 
Granny, and Raynelle—among others—
survived it all very graciously, Southern 
Belles like them having long been 
known for endurance in the midst of 
trials and tribulations. Remember 
Scarlett O'Hara. 
—Jean Tyrone Slattery 
SENORITA 
Standing on my table, 
how can you hold 
that steady posture 
days inside out? 
Come dance, you say 
Your dark hair graced 
with a sparkle veil flowing 
over your turquoise shawl 
and flower-loaded costume. 
Black, dramatic eyes play to the left 
inquiring past a cocked golden fan. 
Just this once, you plead 
toward an absent matador 
who can never yield because 
you're all alone and 
your painted shoes run 
onto your narrow pedestal. 
—Laura Gunnells  
DIZZYLAND 
The Nazis chased me 
through the zoo at Kalama 
and at Timbuk- 
also before they joined 
the parade watched by well-wishers 
all sick of German bands 
umpah-ing with tired arms 
like rubber bands melting 
almost to the point 
where I could understand 
how I got here by jumping 
just high enough and flying 
over their reaching fingers 
that dropped back down to 
playing their instruments until 
I realized the drum 
major was singing flat, yet 
high enough to be a 
throat-lodged drum stick 
that isn't chicken. 
—Laura Gunnells 
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AT THE PRESS CONFERENCE 
Ms. President, Ms. President: 
According to a reliable source, 
rumors have it that you 
may or may not permit your daughter 
of your latest marriage to be subject 
to the terms of the Anti-Kitchen 
Conscription Legislation, better known 
as the Open Window Draft Bill. 
Don't you feel this action would be 
discriminatory to Butch your eldest 
daughter who abandoned her piano lessons 
to become an honest-to-goodness farmer 
of stock market pigs to put bacon in her pan? 
And doesn't this lend credence 
to your critics' claims that you are 
responsible for the out and out starlette wars 
in the Hollywood forest where the actresses 
are disgruntled over who will get the verifiable 
roles of environmentalists disguised as soldiers 
the real conflict being closely parallel to disputes 
over your Rainbow Policy mandating 
that all trees and bushes adopt pastel foliage 
to accommodate the latest camouflage techniques 
of the female draftees? 
Given these facts, this newsman—I mean 
person—is somewhat confused 
on your stand on women seated as the Chair 
which sounds like a piece of furniture, 
an old couch stashed in the attic where 
a cat practices hunting tactics to catch 
mice in the kitchen, emanating 
smells of bacon out the window. 
And so I ask: Are your plans really viable 
that propose rounding the Pentagon corners 
to compliment the jasmine-scented 
curtains and satin uniforms 
of the starry-eyed generals? 
—Laura Gunnells 
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-TERI JONES 	 LADY WITH A PINK 
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MUTE COMPLETION 
"There is a melody inventing itself" 
—David St. John 
This composition wouldn't take long, 
only a few measured bars 
like those which support a dancer's slender foot 
or like the ballast, small packets but 
this balloon's only protection 
against its rubbing 
the stiff edge of some mountain. 
When the pattern of invention is only 
random, juxtaposed mountains and balloons 
become shapes pressed to the pavement: 
tiny images of the sun that scatter, 
with the wind as sunlight 
filters through leaves, or a stationary 
sandpiper shape reflecting sun 
on a patch of cement not covered by leaves. 
To see these patterns requires 
an angle of mind askew from requirements. 
Someone doesn't have to be present for the crack 
of a falling tree to complete the music of a forest, 
but I must be here in this certain 
angle of recline to find recurring faces 
within the rumpled composure of your bedsheets and you, 
who can only lend a mute completion to this 
free living melody, must stay there. 
—Lisa Kinberger 
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-CAROL BROOKS 
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